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THE WHITE COMPANY 


j. 
How ALLEYNE CAME FORTH FROM THE FOLD. 


THE great bell of Beaulieu was ringing. Far away through 
the forest might be heard its musical clangour and swell. 
Peat-cutters on Blackdown and fishers upon the Exe heard 
the distant throbbing rising and falling upon the sultry 
summer air. It was a common sound in those parts—as 5 
eommon as the chatter of the jays and the booming of the 
bittern. Yet the fishers and the peasants raised their 
heads and looked questions at each other, for the Angelus 
had already gone and Vespers was still far off. Why 
should the great bell of Beaulieu toll when the shadows 
were neither short nor long? 

All round the Abbey the monks were trooping in. 
Under the long green-paved avenues of gnarled oaks and 
of lichened beeches the white-robed brothers gathered to 
the sound. From the vineyard and the vinepress, from 
the bouvary or ox-farm, from the marl-pits and salterns, 
even from the distant ironworks of Sowley and the out- 
lying grange of St. Leonard’s, they had all turned their 
steps homews swt 
iemingee hajd Buen iAhNpdvbre shbdSrdth tolehB ar Apink 2 
dependenciesjof the Abbey, an® has def4 Qhe summons for 
every monk fo be back in the cloisters by the third hour 
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within the memory of old lay-brother Athanasius, who , 
had cleaned the Abbey knocker since the year after the 
Battle of Bannockburn. 
A stranger who knew nothing either of the Abbey or of 
5 its immense resources might have gathered from the appear- 
ance of the brothers some conception of the varied duties 
which they were called upon to perform, and of the busy 
widespread life which centred in the old monastery. As 
they swept gravely in by twos and by threes, with bended 
1o heads and muttering lips, there were few who did not 
bear upon them some signs of their daily toil. Here were 
two with wrists and sleeves all spotted with the ruddy 
grape juice, There again was a bearded brother with a 
broad-headed axe and a bundle of faggots upon his shoulders, 
15 while beside him walked another with the shears under 
his arm and the white wool still clinging to his whiter 
gown. A long straggling troop bore spades and mattocks, 
while the two rearmost of all staggered along under a_ 
huge basket of fresh-caught carp—for the morrow was 
20 Friday, and there were fifty platters to be filled and as 
many sturdy trenchermen behind them. Of all the throng 
there was scarce one who was not labour-stained and 
weary, for Abbot Berghersh was a hard man to himself 
and to others. 


25 _ [The great bell of the Monastery has been rung by order of the 
Abbot to summon the monks. The peace of the old Cistercian 
house had been ruffled by the defiant conduct of John of Hordle 
one of the novices, who was clearly unfitted for a monkish life. 
John was charged with breach of three of the rules of the order 

30 before the assembled brethren and having confessed with an 
insulting demeanour that the charges were true he was expelled 
as a recreant monk unworthy to wear the white garb.] 


Meanwhile, in the broad and lofty chamber set apart - 
for oceasions of import, the Abbot himself was “- . 
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impatiently backwards and forwards, with his long white 
nervous hands clasped in front of him. His thin thought- 
worn features and sunken haggard cheeks bespoke one 


who had indeed beaten down that inner foe whom every 


man must face, but had none the less suffered sorely in 5 
the contest. He was an austere map, and somewhat 
cholerie withal, and when a gentle tapping at the door of 
his cell broke in upon his orisons, it was in no very good 
humour at the interruption that he rose and gave the 
word to enter; but his look of impatience softened down 10 
into a pleasant and paternal smile as his eyes fell upon 
his visitor. 

He was a thin-faced, yellow-haired youth, rather above 
the middle size, comely and well shapen, with straight 
lithe figure and eager boyish features. His clear, pensive 15 
grey eyes, and quick, delicate expression, spoke of a nature 
which had unfolded far from the boisterous joys and 
sorrows of the world. Yet there was a set of the mouth 
and a prominence of the chin which relieved him of any 
trace of effeminacy. Impulsive he might be, enthusiastic, 20 
sensitive, with something sympathetic and adaptive in his 
disposition ; but an observer of nature’s tokens would have 
confidently pledged himself that there was native firmness 
and strength underlying his gentle, monk-bred ways. 

The youth was not clad in monastic garb, but in lay 25 
attire, though his jerkin, cloak, and hose were all of a 
sombre hue, as befitted one who dwelt in sacred precints. 
A broad leather strap hanging from his shoulder supported 
a scrip or satchel such as travellers were wont to carry. 

“ Art ready, then, fair son?” said the Abbot. “This 30 
is indeed a day of comings and of goings. It is strange 
that in one twelve hours the Abbey should have cast off 
its foulest weed, and should now lose what we are fain to 
look upon as our choicest blossom.” Fey, 
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“You speak too kindly, father,” the youth answered. 
“Tf L had my will I should never go forth, but should 
end my days here in Beaulieu. It hath been my home 
as far back as my mind can carry me, and it is a sore 
thing for me to have to leave it.” 

“ Life brings many a cross,” said the Abbot, gently. 
“Who is without them? Your going forth is a grief to 
us as well as to yourself. But there is no help. I had 
given my fore-word and sacred promise to your father, 
that at the age of twenty you should be sent out into the 
world to see for yourself how you liked the savour of it. 
Seat thee upon the settle, Alleyne, for you may need rest 
ere long.” 

The youth sat down as directed, but reluctantly and 
with diffidence. The Abbot stood by the narrow window, 
and his long black shadow fell slantwise across the rush- 
strewn floor. 

“ Twenty years ago,” he said, “ your father, the Franklin 
of Minstead, died, leaving to the Abbey three hides of rich 
land in the hundred of Malwood, and leaving to us also his 
infant son on condition that we should rear him until he 
came to man’s estate. This he did partly because your 
mother was dead, and partly because your elder brother, 
now Socman of Minstead, had already given sign of that 
fierce and rude nature which would make him no fit 
companion for you. It was his desire and request, however, 
that you should not remain in the cloisters, but should at 


° } a 
a ripe age return into the world. 


. 


a 


: 


“ «But father,” interrupted the young man, “it is surely 


true that | am already advanced several degrees in clerk- 
ship?” 

_ “Yes, fair son, but not so far as to bar you from the 
garb you now wear or the life which you must now lead. 
You have been porter ?” 


30 
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“Yes, father.” 

“ Exorcist ?” 

“Yes, father.” 

“ Reader ?” 

5s “Yes, father.” 

“ Acolyte ?” 

“Yes, father.” 

“Then you are free to follow a worldly life. But let 
me hear, ere you start, what gifts you take away with you 

1ofrom Beaulieu. Some I already know. There is the 
playing of the citole and the rebec. Our choir will be 
dumb without you. You carve too?” 

The youth’s pale face flushed with the pride of the 
skilled workman. “Yes, holy father?’ he answered. 

15 “Thanks to good brother Bartholomew, I carve in wood 
and in ivory, and can do something also in silver 
and in bronze. From brother Francis I have learned 
to paint on vellum, on glass, and on metal, with a know- 
ledge of those pigments and essences which can preserve 

20 the colour against damp or a biting air. Brother Luke 
hath given me some skill in damask work, and in the 
enamelling of shrines, tabernacles, diptychs and triptychs. 
For the rest, I know a little of the making of covers, 
the cutting of precious stones, and the fashioning of 

25 instruments.” 

“A goodly list, truly,” cried the superior, with a smile. 
“What clerk of Cambrig or of Oxenford could Say as 
much? But of thy reading—hast not so much to show 
there, I fear?” 

30 =“ No, father, it hath been slight enough. Yet, thanks 
to our good chancellor, I am not wholly unlettered, J 
have read Ockham, Bradwardine, and other of the school- 
men, together with the learned Duns Scotus and the book 
of the holy Aquinas,” 


ty 
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“But you have a long road before you. Whither will 
you first turn ?” 

“To my brother’s at Minstead. If he be indeed an 
ungodly and violent man, there is the more need that I 
should seek him out and see whether I cannot turn him 5 
to better ways.” 

The Abbot shook his head. “The Socman of Minstead 
hath earned an evil name over the countryside,” he 
said. “If you must go to him, see at least that he doth 
not turn you from the narrow path upon which you to 
have learned to tread. But you are in God’s keeping, 
and Godward should you ever look in danger and in 
trouble. Kneel down, my child, and take an old man’s 
blessing.” 

Alleyne Edricson bent his head while the Abbot poured 
out his heartfelt supplication that Heaven would watch 

over this young soul, now going forth into the darkness 
and danger of the world. It was no mere form for either 
of them. To them the outside life of mankind did indeed 
seem to be one of violence and of sin, beset with physical 
and still more with spiritual danger. It was then with 
a lighter heart and a stouter courage that the young man 
turned from the Abbot’s room, while the latter, following 
him to the stair-head, finally commended him to the 
protection of the patron of travellers. 25 
Underneath, in the porch of the Abbey, the monks had 
gathered to give him a last God-speed. Many had brought 
some parting token by which he should remember them. 
There was brother Bartholomew with a crucifix of rare 
earved ivory, and brother Luke with a white-backed psalter 30 
adorned with golden bees, and brother Francis with the 
“Slaying of the Innocents” most daintily set forth upon 
vellum. All these were duly packed away deep in the 
traveller’s scrip, and above them old pippin-faced brother 
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Athanasius had placed a parcel of simnel bread and ramme 

cheese, with a small flask of the famous blue-sealed Abbey 

wine. So, amid hand-shakings and laughings and blessings, 

Alleyne Edricson turned his back upon Beaulieu. 
1 


“. : 
& P 
1] 
How a Srrance Company GATHERED AT THE “ PIED 
MERLIN.” 


5 THE night had already fallen, and the moon was shining 
between the rifts of ragged drifting clouds, before Alleyne 
Edricson, footsore and weary from the unwonted exercise, 
found himself in front of the forest inn which stood upon 
the outskirts of Lyndhurst, The building was long and © 

10 low, standing back a little from the road, with two flam- 
beaux blazing on either side of the door as a welcome to 
the traveller. From one window there thrust forth a long 
pole with a bunch of greenery tied to the end of it—a sign 
that liquor was to be sold within. As Alleyne walked up 

15to it he perceived that it was rudely fashioned out of 
beams of wood, with twinkling lights all over where the 
glow from within shone through the chinks. The roof was 
poor and thatched; but in strange contrast to it there ran 
all along under the eaves a line of wooden shields, most 

20 gorgeously painted with chevron, bend, saltire, and every 
heraldic device, By the door a horse stood tethered, the 
ruddy glow beating strongly upon his brown head and 
patient eyes, while his body stood back in the shadow. 

Alleyne stood still in the roadway for a few minutes 

25 reflecting upon what he should do. It was, he knew, only 

a few miles further to Minstead, where his brother dwelt. 
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the other hand, he had never seen this brother since 

ildhood, and the reports which had come to his ears 

neerning him were seldom to his advantage. By all 

eounts he was a hard and a bitter man. It might be 

n evil start to comé-to his door so late and claim the 5 

shelter of his roof. * Better to sleep here at this inn, and 
_ then travel on to Minstead in the morning. If his brother 

would take him in, well and good. He would bide with 

him for a time and do what he might to serve him. If, 

on the other hand, he should have hardened his heart 10 
against him, he could only go on his way and do the best 

he might by his skill as a craftsman and a scrivener. At 
the end of the year he would be free to return to the 
cloisters, for such had been his father’s bequest. <A 
monkish upbringing, one year in the world after the age 15 
of twenty, and then a free selection one way or the other 

—it was a strange course which had been marked out for 

him. Such as it was, however, he had no choice but to 

* follow it, and if he were to begin by making a friend of his 
brother he had best wait until morning before he knocked 20 
at his dwelling. | 

The rude plank door was ajar, but as Alleyne ap- 
‘proached it there came from within such a gust of rough 

‘laughter and clatter of tongues that he stood irresolute 
upon the threshold. Summoning courage, however, and 25 
reflecting that it was a public dwelling, in which he had 
as much right as any other man, he pushed it open and 
stepped into the common room. 

Though it was an autumn evening and somewhat 
warm, a huge fire of heaped billets of wood crackled and 30 
sparkled in a broad, open grate, some of the smoke escaping 
up a rude chimney, but the greater part rolling out into 
the room, so that the air was thick with it, and a man 
coming from without could scarce catch his breath. On 
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this fire a great caldron bubbled and simmered, giving 
forth a rich and promising smell. Seated round it were 
a dozen or so folk, of all ages and conditions, who set up 
such a shout as Alleyne entered that he stood peering at 

5 them through the smoke, uncertain what this riotous 
greeting might portend, 7 

“A rouse! <A rouse!” cried one rough-looking fellow 
in a tattered jerkin. “One more round of mead or ale 
and thes to the last comer.” 

10 “Tis the law of the ‘ Pied Merlin,’” shouted another. 
“Ho, there, Dame Eliza! Here is fresh custom come to 
the house, and not a drain for the company.” 

“T will take your orders, gentles; I will assuredly 
take your orders,” the landlady answered, bustling in with 

15 her hands full of leathern drinking-cups. “What is it 
that you drink, then? Beer for the lads of the forest, 
mead for the gleemen, strong waters for the tinker, and 
wine for the rest. It is an old custom of the house, young 
sir. It has been the use at the ‘ Pied Merlin’ this many 

20a year back that the company should drink to the health 
of the last comer, Is it your pleasure to humour it?” 

“Why, good dame,” said Alleyne, “I would not offend 
the customs of your house, but it is only sooth when I say 
that my purse is a thin one. As far as two pence will go, 

25 however, I shall be right glad to do my part.” 

“Plainly said and bravely spoken, my sucking friar,” 
roared a deep voice, and a heavy hand fell upon Alleyne’s 
shoulder. Looking up, he saw beside him his former 
cloister companion, the renegade monk, Hordle John. 

3° “ By the thorn of Glastonbury! ill days are coming 
upon Beaulieu,” said he. “Here they have got rid in one 
day of the only two men within their walls—for I have 
had mine eyes upon thee, youngster, and I know that for 
all thy baby-face there is the making of a man in thee, 
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Then there is the Abbot, too. I am no friend of his, nor 
he of mine; but he has warm blood in his veins.” 

Whilst he was speaking the landlady came in again, 
bearing a broad platter, upon which stood all the beakers 
and flagons charged to the brim with the brown ale or the 
ruby wine. Behind her came a maid with a high pile of 
wooden plates, and a great sheaf of spoons, one of which 
she handed round to each of the travellers. Two of the 
company, who were dressed in the weather-stained green 
doublet of foresters, lifted the big pot off the fire, and a 
third, with a huge pewter ladle, served out a portion of 
steaming collops to each guest. Alleyne bore his share 
and his ale-mug away with him to a retired trestle in the 
corner, where he could sup im peace and watch the strange 
scene, which was so different to those silent and well- 
ordered meals to which he was accustomed. 

The room was not unlike a stable. The low ceiling, 
smoke-blackened and dingy, was pierced by several square 
trap-doors with rough-hewn ladders leading up to them. 
The walls of bare unpainted planks were studded here and 
there with great wooden pins, placed at irregular intervals 
and heights, from which hung overtunics, wallets, whips, 
bridles, and saddles. Over the fireplace were suspended 
six or seven shields of wood, with coats-of-arms rudely 
daubed upon them, which showed by their varying degrees 
of smokiness and dirt that they had been placed there at 
different periods. There was no furniture, save a single 
long dresser covered with coarse crockery, and a number 
of wooden benches and trestles, the legs of which sank 
deeply into the soft clay floor, while the only light, save 
that of the fire, was furnished by three torches stuck in 
sockets on the wall, which flickered and crackled, giving 
forth a strong resinous odour. All this was novel and 
strange to the cloister-bred youth ; but most interesting of 


” 
Poe 


30 


12 THE WHITE COMPANY. 


all was the motley circle of guests who sat eating their 
collops round the blaze. They were a humble group of 
waytarers, such as might have been found that night in 
any inn through the length and breadth of England ; but 

5 to him they represented that vague world against which 
he had been so frequently and so earnestly warned. It 
did not seem to him from what he could see of it to be 
such a very wicked place after all, 


Li: 


How ALLeyng LIMNED 4 PIrp MERLIN. 


far from the Wine-pot. A gilt harp, blotched with many 
stains and with two of its Strings missing, was tucked 
20 under one of his arms, while with the other he scooped 
greedily at his platter. Next to him sat two other men 
of about the same age, one with a trimming of fur to his 
coat, which gave him a dignity which was evidently dearer 
to him than his comfort, for he still drew it round him in 
25 Spite of the hot glare of the faggots. The other, clad in a 
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dirty russet suit with a long sweeping doublet, had a cun- 
ning foxy face with keen twinkling eyes anda peaky beard. 
Next to him sat Hordle John, and beside him three other 
rough unkempt fellows with tangled beards and matted 
hair—free labourers from the adjoining farms, where small 5 
patches of freehold property had been suffered to remain 
scattered about in the heart of the royal demesne. The 
company was completed by a peasant in a rude dress of 
undyed sheepskin, with the old-fashioned galligaskins 
about his legs, and a gaily dressed young man with striped 10 
cloak jagged at the edges and parti-coloured hosen, who 
looked about him with high disdain upon his face, and 
held a blue auselting-fladkc to his nose wifh one hand, 
while he brandished a busy spoon with the other. In the 
corner a very fat man was lying all asprawl upon a truss, 15 
snoring stertorously, and evidently in the last stage of 
drunkenness. 

“That is Wat the Limner,” quoth the landlady, sitting 
down beside Alleyne, and pointing with the ladle to the 
sleeping man. “That is he who paints the signs and the 20 
tokens. Alack and alas that ever I should have been fool 
enough to trust him! Now, young man, what manner of 
a bird would you suppose a pied merlin to be—that being 
the proper sign of my hostel?” 

“Why,” said Alleyne, “a merlin is a bird of the same 25 
form as an eagle or a falcon.” 

“ A falcon, or an eagle, quotha? And pied, that is of 
two several colours. So any man would say except this 
barrel of lies. He came to me, look you, saying that if 
I would furnish him with a gallon of ale, wherewith to 3° 
strengthen himself as he worked, and also the pigments 
and a board, he would paint for me a noble pied merlin 
_ which I might hang along with the blazonry over my 
door. I, poor simple fool, gave him the ale and all that 
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he cared, leaving him alone too, because he said that a 
man’s mind must be left untroubled when he had great 

_ work to do. When I came back the gallon jar was empty, 
and he lay as you see him, with the board in front of him 

5 with this sorry device.” She raised up a panel which was 
leaning against the wall, and showed a rude painting of 
a scraggy and angular fowl, with very long legs and a 
spotted body. 

“Was that,” she asked, “like the bird which thou hast 

ro seen ?”’ 

Alleyne shook his head, smiling. 

“The matter is not past mending,” said Alleyne. “I 
pray you, good dame, to give me those three pigment-pots 
and the brush, and I shall try whether I cannot better this 

15 painting,” 

Dame Eliza looked doubtfully at him, as though fear- 
ing some other stratagem, but, as he made no demand for 
ale, she finally brought the paints, and watched him as he 
smeared on his background, talking the while about the 

20 folk round the fire. 

“The four forest lads must be jogging soon,” she said. 
“They bide at Emery Down, a mile or more from here. 
Yeomen-prickers they are, who tend to the king’s hunt. 
The gleeman is called Floyting Will. He comes from the 

25 north country, but for many years he hath gone the round 
of the forest from Southampton to Christchurch.” 

“Who are those next to him?” asked Alleyne, much 
interested. “ He of the fur mantle has a wise and reverent 
face.” 

30 “He is a seller of pills and salves, very learned in 
humours, and rheums, and fluxes, and all manner of ail- 
ments. He is here to-night for herbergage, as are the 
others, except the foresters, His neighbour is a tooth- 
drawer. That bag at his girdle is full of the teeth that he 
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drew at Winchester fair. I warrant that there are more 
sound ones than sorry, for he is quick at his work and a 
trifle dim in the eye. The lusty man next him with the 
red head I have not seen before. The four on this side are 
all workers, three of them in the service of the bailiff of 
Sir Baldwin Redvers, and the other, he with the sheep- 
skin, is, as I hear, a villein from the midlands who hath 
run from his master. His year and day are well-nigh up, 
when he will be a free man.” 

« And the other?” asked Alleyne, in a whisper. “ He 
is surely some very great man, for he looks as though he 
scorned those who were about him.” | 

The landlady looked at him in a motherly way and 
shook her head. “You have had no great truck with the 
world,” she said, “or you would have learned that it is 
the small men and not the great who hold their noses in 
the air. Look at those shields upon my wall and under 
my eaves. Each of them is the device of some noble lord 
or gallant knight who hath slept under my roof at one 
time or another. Yet milder men or easier to please I 
have never seen; eating my bacon and drinking my wine 
with a merry face, and paying my score with some 
courteous word or jest which was dearer to me than my 
profit. Those are the true gentles. But your chapman 
or your bearward will swear that there is a lime in the 
wine, and water in the ale, and fling off at the last with a 
curse instead of a blessing. This youth is a scholar from 
Cambrig, where men are wont to be blown out by a little 
knowledge, and lose the use of their hands in learning the 
laws of the Romans. But I must away to lay down the 
beds. So may the saints keep you and prosper you in 
your undertaking !” | 

Thus left to himself, Alleyne drew his panel of wood 
where the light of one of the torches would strike full upon 
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it, and worked away with all the pleasure of the trained - 


craftsman, listening the while to the talk which went on 
round the fire, 
Both the foresters and the labourers had risen from 
5 their bench, when the door of the “ Pied Merlin” was 
flung violently open, and the attention of the company was 
drawn to the new-comer who had burst so unceremoniously 
upon them, 


IV: 


WHEREIN THE READER MAKES THE ACQUAINTANCE OF A 
Stout Bowman. 


HE was a middle-sized man, of most massive and robust 
10 build, with an arching chest and extraordinary breadth of 
_ shoulder, His shaven face was as brown as a hazel-nut, 

tanned and dried by the weather, with harsh well-marked 

features, which were not improved by a long white scar 
which stretched from the corner of his left nostril to the 
15 angle of the jaw. His eyes were bright and searching, with 
something of menace and of authority in their quick glitter, 
and his mouth was firm set and hard, as befitted one who 
was wont to set his face against danger, A straight sword 
by his side and a painted long-bow jutting over his 
20 shoulder proclaimed his profession, while his scarred 
brigandine of chain-mail and his dinted steel cap showed 
that he was no holiday soldier, but one who was even now 
fresh from the wars, A white surcoat with the Lion of 

St. George in red upon the centre covered his broad breast, 

25 while a sprig of new-plucked broom at the side of his 
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head-gear gave a touch of gaiety and grace to his grim 
war-worn equipment. 
“Ha!” he cried, blinking like an owl in the sudden 
glare. “Good even to you, camarades! I am a true 
English bowman, Samkin Aylward by name: and I tell 5 
you, mes amis, that it warms my very heartroots to set 
my feet on the dear old land once more. When I came 
off the galley at Hythe, this very day, I down on my 
bones, and I kissed the good brown earth. The very smell 
of it seemed life to me. But where are my six rascals ? 10 
Hola, there! En avant!” 
At the order, six men, dressed as common drudges, 
marched solemnly into the room, each bearing a huge 
bundle upon his head. They formed in military line, while 
the soldier stood in front of them with stern eyes, check- 
ing off their several packages. 
“Number one—a French feather-bed with the two 
counterpanes of white sendal,” said he. 
“ Here, worthy sir,” answered the first of the bearers, 
laying a great package down in the corner. 20 
“Number two—seven ells of red Turkey cloth and 
nine ells of cloth of gold. Put it down by the other. 
Good dame, I prythee give each of these men a bottrine of 
wine or a jack of ale. Three—a full piece of white 
Genoan velvet with twelve ells of purple silk. Thou 25 
rascal, there is dirt on the hem! Thou hast brushed it 
against some wall.” 

“Not I, most worthy sir,” cried the carrier, shrinking 
away from the fierce eyes of the bowman. 

“Tsay yes, dog! Had you gone through the pain and 30 
unease that I have done to earn these things you would be 
at more care. I swear by my ten finger-bones that there + 
is not one of them that hath not cost its weight in French 
blood! Four—an incense-boat, an ewer of silver, a goid 
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buckle and a cope worked in pearls. I found them, 
camarades, at the Church of St. Denis in the harrying of 
Narbonne, and I took them away with me lest they fall 
into the hands of the wicked. Five—a cloak of fur 
5 turned up with minever, a gold goblet with stand and 
cover, and a box of rose-coloured sugar. See that you lay 
them together. Six—a box of monies, three pounds of 
Limousine gold-work, a pair of boots, silver tagged, and, 
lastly, a store of naping linen. So, the tally is complete. 
10 Here is a groat apiece and you may go.” 

“ Now, ma belle, to supper. A pair of cold capons, a 
mortress of brawn, or what you will, with a flask or two of 
the right Gascony. I have crowns in my pouch, my sweet, 
and I mean to spend them. Bring in wine while the food 

15 is dressing. Buvons, my brave lads! you shall each empty 
a stoup with me.” 

Here was an offer which the company in an English 
inn at that or any other date are slow to refuse. The 
flagons were regathered, and came back with the white 

20 foam dripping over their edges. Two of the woodmen and 
three of the labourers drank their portions off hurriedly 
and trooped off together, for their homes were distant and 
the hour late. The others, however, drew closer, leaving 
the place of honour to the right of the gleeman to the free- 

25 handed new-comer. He had thrown off his steel cap and 
his brigandine, and had placed them with his sword, his 
quiver and his painted longbow, on the top of his varied 
heap of plunder in the corner. Now, with his thick and 
somewhat bowed legs stretched in front of the blaze, and 

3ehis green jerkin thrown open, he looked the picture of 
comfort and of good-fellowship. His hard-set face had 
softened, and the thick crop of crisp brown curls which 
had been hidden by his helmet grew low upon his massive 
neck, He might have been forty years of age, though 
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hard toil and harder pleasure had left their grim marks 
upon his features. Alleyne had ceased painting his pied 
merlin, and sat, brush in hand, staring with open eyes at a 
type of man so strange and so unlike any whom he had 
met. Men had been good or had been bad in his catalogue,: 5 
but here was a man who was fierce one instant and gentle 
the next. What was to be made of such a man as that ? 

It chanced that the soldier looked up and saw the 
questioning glance which the young clerk threw upon him. 
He raised his flagon and drank to him, with a merry flash to 
of his white teeth. 

« \ toi, mon gargon!” he cried. “Hast surely never 
seen a man-at-arms, that thou shouldst stare so a 

“TJ never have,” said Alleyne, frankly, “ though I have 
oft heard talk of their deeds.” ; AS 

« By my hilt!” cried the other, “ if you were to cross 
the narrow sea you would find them as thick as bees at a 
tee-hole. Couldst not shoot a bolt down any street of 
Bordeaux, I warrant, but you would pink archer, squire or 
knight. There are more breastplates than gaberdines to be 20 
seen, I promise you.” 

“ And where got you all those pretty things ?” asked 
Hordle John, pointing at the heap in the corner. 

“Where there is as much more waiting for any brave 
lad to pick it up. Where a good man can always earn @ 25 
good wage, and where he need look upon no man as his 
paymaster, but just reach his hand out and help himself. 
Aye, it is a goodly and a proper life. And here I drink to 
mine old comrades. A rouse all together, mes enfants, 
under pain of my displeasure. To Sir Claude Latour and 30 
the White Company !” 

« Sir Claude Latour and the White Company !” shouted 
the travellers, draining off their goblets. 

“ Well quaffed, mes braves! It is for me to fill your 
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cups again, since you have drained them to my dear lads of 
the white jerkin. Hola! mon ange, bring wine and ale. 
How runs the old stave ?— 

“* We'll drink all together 


5 To the grey goose feather 
And the land where the grey goose flew.’ ”’ 


He roared out the catch in a harsh unmusical voice, and 
ended with a shout of laughter. “TI trust that I am a 
better bowman than a minstrel,” said he. 

Io “ Methinks I have some remembrance of the lilt,” re- 
marked the gleeman, running his fingers over the strings, 
“and with the kind permit of the company, I will even 
venture upon it.” 

“Well sung, by my hilt!” shouted the archer, in high 

15 delight, as the gleeman trolled out the last line of the 
ballad. “Manya night have I heard that song, both in the 
old war-time and after, in the days of the White Company, 
when black Simon of N orwich would lead the stave, and 
four hundred of the best bowmen that ever drew string 

20 would come roaring in upon the chorus. But to get the 
full smack of it ye must yourselves be English bowmen, 
and be far off upon an outland soul.” 


V. 
How Samxrn AYLWARD WAGERED HIS FEATHER-BeEp. 


WHILST the song had been singing Dame Eliza and the 
maid had placed a board across two trestles, and had laid 
25 upon it the knife, the spoon, the salt, the tranchoir of bread, 
and finally the smoking dish which held the savoury supper, 
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The archer settled himself to it like one who had known 
what it was to find good food scarce ; but his tongue still 
went as merrily as his teeth. 

“Tt passes me,” he cried, “how all you lusty fellows 
ean bide at home when there are such doings over the 
seas. Look at me—what have I to do? It is but the 
eye to the cord, the cord to the shaft, and the shaft to 
the mark. There is the whole song of it. It is but what 
you do yourselves for pleasure upon a Sunday evening at 
the parish village butts.” 

« And the wage?” asked a labourer. 

“You see what the wage brings,” he answered. “I 
eat of the best, and I drink deep. I treat my friend, and 
I ask no friend to treat me. And how of the heap of 
trifles that you can see for yourselves in yonder corner ? 
They are from the South French, every ‘one, upon whom 
I have been making war. By my hilt! camarades, I think 
that I may let my plunder speak for itself? What hath 
come over the folk? Why sit ye all moping by the fire- 
side, like crows round a dead horse, when there is man’s 
work to be done within a few short leagues of ye? Out 
upon you all, as a set of laggards and hang-backs! By my 
hilt! I believe that the men of England are all in France 
already, and that what is left behind are in sooth the 
women dressed up in their paltocks and hosen.” 

“ Archer,” quoth Hordle John, “ you have led more 
than once and more than twice; for which, and also 
because I see much in you to mislike, I am sorely tempted 
to lay you upon your back.” 

“By my hilt! then, I have found a man at last!” 
shouted the bowman. “ And, in sooth, you are a better 
man than I take you for if you can lay me on my back, 
mon garcon. I have won the ram more times than there 
are toes to my feet, and for seven long years I have found 
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no man in the Company who could make my jerkin 
dusty.” 

“We have had enough boasting,” said Hordle John, 
rising and throwing off his doublet. “I will show you 

; that there are better men left in England than ever went 
thieving to France.” 

“What!” cried the archer, loosening his jerkin, and 
eyeing his foeman over with the keen glance of one who 
is a judge of manhood. “I have only once before seen 

to such a body of a man. By your leave, my red-headed 
friend, I should be right sorry to exchange buffets with 
you; and I will allow that there is no man in the Com- 
pany who would pull against you on a rope; so let that 
be a salve to your pride. On the other hand, I should 

15 judge that you have led a life of ease for some months 
back, and that my muscle is harder than your own. I am 
ready to wager upon myself against you, if you are not 
afeard.” 

“ Afeard!’’ growled big John. “I never saw the face 

20 yet of the man that I was afeard of. Come out, and we 
shall see who is the better man.” 

“ But the wager ?” 

“T have nought to wager. Come out for the love and 
the lust of the thing.” 

25 “Nought to wager!” cried the soldier. “Why, you 
have that which I covet above all things. It is that big 
body of thine that [ am after. See, now, mon gargon. 
I have a French feather-bed there, which I have been at 
pains to keep these years back. I had it at the sacking 

30 of Issoudun, and the king himself hath not such a bed. If 
you throw me, it is thine; but, if I throw you, then you 
are under a vow to take bow and bill and hie with me to 
France, there to serve in the White Company as long as 
we be enrolled.” 
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“A fair wager!” cried all the travellers, moving back 
their benches and trestles, so as to give fair field for the 
wrestlers. 

“Then you may bid farewell to your bed, soldier,” said 
Hordle John. 5 
“Nay; I shall keep the bed, and I shall have you to 
France in spite of your teeth, and you shall live to thank 
me for it. How shall it be, then, mon enfant? Collar 

and elbow, or close-lock, or catch how you can?” 

« A plague on your tricks,” said John, opening and 10 
shutting his great red hands. “ Stand forth, and let me 
clip thee.” 

“Shalt clip me as best you can, then,” quoth the 
archer, moving out into the open space, and keeping a 
most wary eye upon his opponent. He had thrown off 15 
his green jerkin, and his chest was covered only by a 
pink silk jupon, or undershirt, cut low in the neck and 
sleeveless. Hordle John’s huge body, with his great 
muscles swelling out like the gnarled roots of an oak, 
towered high above the soldier. The other, however, 20 
though near a foot shorter, was a man of great strength ; 
and there was a gloss upon his white skin which was 
wanting in the heavier limbs of his opponent. He was 
quick on his feet, too, and skilled at the game; so that it 
was clear, from the poise of head and shine of eye, that he 25» 
counted the chances to be in his favour. It would have 
been hard that night, through the whole length of England, 
to set up a finer pair in face of each other. 

Big John stood waiting in the centre with a sullen 
menacing eye, and his red hair in a bristle, while the 30 
archer paced lightly and swiftly to the right and the left 
with crooked knee and hands advanced. Then, with a 
sudden dash, so swift and fierce that the eye could scarce 
follow it, he flew in upon his man and locked his leg 
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round him. It was a grip that, between men of equal 
strength, would mean a fall; but Hordle John tore him off 
from him as he might a rat, and hurled him across the 
room, so that his head cracked up against the wooden wall. 

“Ma foi!” cried the bowman, passing his fingers through 5 
his curls, “you were not far from the feather-bed then. 
A little more, and this good hostel would have a new 
window.” 

Nothing daunted, he approached his man once more, 
but this time with more caution than before. With a 1o 
quick feint he threw the other off his guard, and then, 
bounding upon him, threw his legs round his waist and 
his arms round his bull-neck, in the hope of bearing him 
to the ground with the sudden shock, With a bellow of 
rage, Hordle John squeezed him limp in his huge arms ; 15 
and then, picking him up, cast him down upon the floor 
with a force which might well have splintered a bone 
or two, had not the archer with the most perfect coolness 
clung to the other’s forearms to break his fall. As it was, 
he dropped upon his feet and kept his balance, though it 20 
sent a jar through his frame which set every joint a- 
creaking. He bounded back from his perilous foeman ; 
but the other, heated by the bout, rushed madly after 
him, and so gave the practised wrestler the very vantage 
for which he had planned. As big John flung himself 25 
upon him, the archer ducked under the great red hands 
that clutched for him, and, catching his man round the 
thighs, hurled him over his shoulder—helped as much by 
his own mad rush as by the trained strength of the heave. 
To Alleyne’s eye, it was as if John had taken unto himself 30 
wings and flown. As he hurtled through the air, with 
giant limbs revolving, the lad’s heart was in his mouth, 
for surely no man ever yet had such a fall and came scath- 
less out of it. In truth, hardy as the man was, his neck 
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had been assuredly broken had he not pitched head first - 


on the very midriff of the drunken artist, who was slumber- 
ing so peacefully in the corner, all unaware of these stirring 
doings. The luckless limner, thus suddenly brought out 
5 from his dreams, sat up with a piercing yell, while Hordle 
John bounded back into the circle almost as rapidly as he 
had left it. 
“One more fall, by all the saints!” he cried, throwing 
out his arms. 
to “Not I,” quoth the archer, pulling on his clothes. “I 
have come well out of the business. I would sooner 
wrestle with the great bear of Navarre.” 
“Tt was a trick,” cried John. 
“ Aye was it. By my ten finger-bones! it is a trick 
15 that will add a proper man to the ranks of the Company.” 
“Qh, for that,” said the other, “I count it not a fly ; 
for I had promised myself a good hour ago that I should 
go with thee, since the life seems to be a goodly and 
proper one. Yet I would fain have had the feather-bed.” 
20 =“ I doubt it not, mon ami,” quoth the archer, going 
back to his tankard. “Here is to thee, lad, and may we 
be good comrades to each other.” 


WE 


How THE THREE ComMRADES JOURNEYED THROUGH THE 
WOODLANDS. 


AT early dawn the country inn was all alive, for it was 
rare indeed that an hour of daylight would be wasted at a 

25 time when lighting was so scarce and dear. 
Once afoot, it was not long before the company began 
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to disperse. A sleek mule with red trappings was brought 
round from some neighbouring shed for the physician, and 
he ambled away with much dignity upon his road to South- 
ampton. The tooth-drawer and the gleeman called for a 
cup of small ale apiece, and started off together for Ring- 
wood Fair. The archer, however, was as merry as a orig 
as he went out to the brook, and came back with the water 
dripping from his face and hair. 

“Hola! my man of peace,” he cried to Alleyne, 
“ whither are you bent this morning?” 

“To Minstead,” quoth he. “My brother Simon 
Edricson is socman there, and I go to bide with him 
for a while. I prythee, let me have my score, good 
dame.” 

“Score, indeed!” cried she, standing with upraised 
hands in front of the panel on which Alleyne had worked 
the night before. “ Say, rather, what it is that I owe to 
thee, good youth. Aye, this is indeed a pied merlin, and 
with a leveret under its claws, as lam a living woman. 
By the rood of Waltham! but thy touch is deft and 
dainty.” 

«And see the red eye of it!” cried the maid. 

« Aye, and the open beak.” 

“ And the ruffled wing,” added Hordle John. 

«By my hilt!” cried the archer, “it is the very bird 
itself.” 

The young clerk flushed with pleasure at this chorus 
of praise, rude and ‘ndiscriminate indeed, and yet so much 
heartier and less grudging than any which he had ever 
heard from the critical brother Jerome or the short-spoken 
Abbot. There was, it would seem, great kindness as well 
as great wickedness in this world, of which he had heard 
so little that was good. His hostess would hear nothing 
of his paying either for bed or for board, while the archer 
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and Hordle John placed a hand upon either shoulder and 
led him off to the board, where some smoking fish, a dish 


of spinach, and a jug of milk were laid out for the 


breakfast. 
* 


5 [Having settled their score with the landlady of the Pied 
Merlin the three friends Alleyne, Aylward, and Hor John 
started forth betimes next morning through the woodlands, the 
former to visit his brother, the Socman of Minstead¥ and the 
archer to deliver a missive to Sir Nigel Loring of Chri rch. ] 


Io As they advanced, the path still trendéd upwards, 
running from heath into copses of holly and yew, and so 
back into heath again. It was joyful to hear the merry 
whistle of blackbirds as they darted from ong clump of 
greenery to the other. Now and again a p am ber- 

15 coloured stream rippled across their way, with ferny over- 
grown banks, where the blue kingfisher flitted busily from 
side to side, or the grey and pensive heron, swollen with 
trout and dignity, stood ankle-deep among the sedges. 
Chattering jays and loud wood-pigeons flapped thickly 

20 overhead, while ever and anon the measured tapping of 
Nature’s carpenter, the great green wood-pecktr, sounded 
from each wayside grove. On either side, as the path 
mounted, the long sweep of country broadened and ex- 
panded, sloping down on the one side through yellow 

25 forest end brown moor to the distant smoke of Lymington 
and the blue misty Channel which lay alongside the sky- 
line, while to the north the woods rolled away, grove 
topping grove, to where in the furthest distanee the white 
spire of Salisbury stood out hard and clear against the 

30 cloudless sky. To Alleyne, whose days had been spent in 
the low-lying coastland, the eager upland air and the wide 
free country-side gave a sense of life and of the joy of 
living which made his young blood tingle in his veins. 
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Even the heavy John was not unmoved by the beauty of 


their road, while the bowman whistled lustily or sang 


ee 


snatches of French love songs in a voice which might have 
seared the most stout-hearted maiden that ever hearkened 
to serenade. 

It was hard indeed for Alleyne to break away from 
these two new but hearty friends when the time came for 
him to turn off towards Minstead, and so strong was the 
combat between his conscience and his inclinations that 


5 


he dared not look round, lest his resolution should slip 10 


away. froff him. It was not until he was deep among the 
tree trunks that he cast a glance backwards, when he 
found that he could still see them through the branches 
on the road above him. The archer was standing with 


folded arms, his bow jutting from over his shoulder, and 15 


the sun gleaming brightly upon his head-piece and the 
links of his chain-mail. Beside him stood his giant 
recruit, still clad in the home-spun and ill-fitting gar- 
ments of a fuller of Lymington whom he had cozened out 


of his clothes, with arms and legs shooting out of his scanty 20 


garb. Even as Alleyne watched them they turned upon 
their heels and plodded off together upon their way. 


How STRANGE THINGS BEFELL.IN MINSTEAD Woop. 


Tue path which the young clerk had now to follow lay 
through a magnificent forest of the very heaviest timber, 


where the giant boles of oak and of beech formed long 25 


aisles in every direction, shooting up their huge branches 
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to build the majestic arches of Nature’s own cathedral. — 


Beneath lay a broad carpet of the softest and greenest 
moss, flecked over with fallen leaves, but yielding 
pleasantly to the foot of the traveller. The track which 
guided him was one so seldom used that in places it lost 
itself entirely among the grass, to reappear as a reddish 
rut between the distant tree trunks. It was very still 
here in the heart of the woodlands. The gentle rustle of 
the branches and the distant cooing of pigeons were the 


1o only sounds which broke in upon the silence, save that — 


once Alleyne heard afar off a merry call upon a hunting 
bugle and the shrill yapping of the hounds. 
He pushed on the quicker, twirling his staff merrily, 
and looking out at every turn of the path for some sign 
15 of the old Saxon residence, that home which he had never 
seen, when of a sudden the trees began to thin and the 
sward to spread out into a broad green lawn, where five 
cows lay in the sunshine and droves of black swine wandered 
unchecked. A brown forest stream swirled down the 
20 centre of this clearing, with a rude bridge flung across it, 
and on the other side was a second field sloping up toa 
long, low-lying wooden house, with thatched roof and 
open squares for windows. Alleyne gazed across at it 
with flushed cheeks and sparkling eyes—for this, he knew 
25 must be the home of his fathers... A wreath of blue smoke 
floated up through a hole in the thatch, and was the only 
sign of life in the place, save a great black hound which 
lay sleeping chained to the doorpost. In the yellow 
shimmer of the autumn sunshine it lay as peacefully 
30 and as still as he had oft pictured it to himself in his 
dreams. 
He was roused, however, from his pleasant reverie by 
the sound of voices, and two people emerged from the 
forest some little way to his right and moved across the 


® 
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field in the direction of the bridge. The one was a man 
with yellow flowing beard and very long hair of the same tint 
drooping over his shoulders ; his dress of good Norwich 
cloth and his assured bearing marked him as a man of 
position, while the sombre hue of his clothes and the 
absence of all ornament contrasted with the flash and 
glitter which marked most of the nobles of the time. 
By his side walked a woman, tall and slight and dark, 
with lithe graceful figure and clear-cut composed features. 
Her jet-black hair was gathered back under a light pink 
coif, her head poised proudly upon her neck, and her step 
‘long and springy, like that of some wild tireless woodland 
creature. She held her left hand in front of her, covered 
with a red velvet glove, and on the wrist a little brown 
falcon, very fluffy and bedraggled, which she smoothed and 
fondled as she walked. As she came out into the sunshine, 
Alleyne noticed that her light gown, slashed with pink, 
was all stained with earth and with moss upon one side 
from shoulder to hem. He stood in the shadow of an oak 
staring at her with parted lips, for this woman seemed 
to him to be the most beautiful and graceful creature that 
mind could conceive of. Such had he imagined the angels, 
and such he had tried to paint them in the Beaulieu 
missals; but here there was something human, were it 
only in the battered hawk and discoloured dress, which 
sent a tingle and thrill through his nerves such as no 
dream of radiant and stainless spirit had ever yet been 
able to conjure up. 

The two walked swiftly across the meadow to the 
narrow bridge, he in front and she a pace or two behind. 
There they paused, and stood for a few minutes face 
to face talking earnestly. Alleyne had read and had 
heard of love and of lovers. Such were these, doubtless— 
this golden-bearded man and the fair damsel with the cold 
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proud face, Why else should they wander together in the 
woods, or be so lost in talk by rustic streams? And yet 
as he watched, uncertain whether to advance from the 
cover or to choose some other path to the house, he soon 
5 came to doubt the truth of this first conjecture. The man 
stood, tall and square, blocking the entrance to the bridge, 
and throwing out his hands as he spoke in a wild eager 
fashion, while the deep tones of his stormy voice rose at 
times into accents of menace and of anger. She stood 
10 fearlessly in front of him, still stroking her bird; but 
twice she threw a swift questioning glance over her 
shoulder, as one who is in search of aid. So moved was 
the young clerk by these mute appeals, that he came forth 
from the trees and crossed the meadow, uncertain what 
15 to do, and yet loth to hold back from one who might 
need his aid. So intent were they upon each other 
that neither took notice of his approach; until, when he 
was close upon them, the man drew her towards. him, 
she straining her lithe supple figure away and striking 
20 fiercely at him, while the hooded hawk screamed with 
ruffed wings and pecked blindly in its mistress’s 
defence. Bird and maid, however, had but little chance 
against their assailant. 
“The best rose has ever the longest thorns,” said he, 
25 “ Quiet, little one, or you may do yourself a hurt. Must 
pay Saxon toll on Saxon land, my proud Maude, for all 
your airs and graces.” 
“You boor!” she hissed. ‘“ You base underbred clod! 
Is this your care and your hospitality? I would rather 
30 wed a branded serf from my father’s fields. Leave go, 
I say Ah! good youth, Heaven has sent you. Make 
him loose me? By the honour of your mother, J 
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pray you to stand by me and to make this knave 
loose me.” 

“Stand by you I will, and that blithely,” said Alleyne. 
« Surely, sir, you should take shame to hold the damsel 
against her will.” 

The man turned a face upon him which was lion-like 
in its strength and in its wrath. With his tangle of 
golden hair, his fierce blue eyes, and his large, well- 
marked features, he was the most comely man whom 
Alleyne had ever seen; and yet there was something so 
sinister and so fell in his expression that child or beast 
might well have shrunk from him. His brows were drawn, 
his cheek flushed, and there was a mad sparkle in his 
eyes which spoke of a wild untamable nature. 

“Young fool!” he cried, holding the woman still to his 
side, though every line of her shrinking figure spoke her 
abhorrence. “Do you keep your spoon in your own 
broth. I rede you to go on your way, lest worse befall 
you. This little wench has come with me, and with me 
she shall bide.” 

“Liar!” cried the woman; and, stooping her head, she 
suddenly bit fiercely into the broad brown hand which 
held her. He whipped it back with an oath, while she 
tore herself free and slipped behind Alleyne, cowering up 


20 


against him like the trembling leveret who sees the falcon 25 


poising for the swoop above him. 
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VIII. 
WHEREIN ALLEYNE SHOWS HIMSELF A TRUE KNIGHT. 


“StanD off my land!” the man said fiercely, heedless 
of the blood which trickled freely from his fingers. ‘‘ What 
have you to do here? By your dress you should be one 
of those cursed clerks who overrun the land like vile rats, 
5 poking and prying into other men’s concerns, too caitiff to 
fight and too lazy to work. By the rood! if I had my 
will upon ye, I should nail you upon the abbey doors, as 
they hang vermin before their holes. Art neither man 
nor woman, young shaveling. Get thee back to thy 
1o fellows ere 1 lay hands upon you: for your foot is 
on my land, and I may slay you as a common draw- 
latch.” 
“Is this your land, then?” gasped Alleyne. 
“Would you dispute -it, dog? Would you wish by 
15 trick or quibble to juggle me out of these last acres ? 
Know, base-born knave, that you have dared this day to 
stand in the path of one whose race have been the advisers 
of kings and the leaders of hosts, ere ever this vile crew of 
Norman robbers came into the land, or such half-blood 
20 hounds as you were let loose to preach that the thief 
should have his booty and the honest man should sin if 
he strove to win back bis own.” 
“You are the Socman of Minstead !” 
“That am I; and the son of Edric the Socman, of the 
25 pure blood of Godfrey the thane, by the only daughter of 
the house of Aluric, whose forefathers held the white-horse 
banner at the fatal fight where our shield was broken and 
our sword shivered. I tell you, clerk, that my folk held 
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this land from Bramshaw Wood to the Ringwood road ; 
and by the soul of my father! it will be a strange thing if 
Iam to be bearded upon the little that is left of it. Begone, 
I say, and meddle not with my affair.” 

“Tf you leave me now,” whispered the woman, “then 5 
shame for ever upon. your manhood.” 

“Surely, sir,’ said Alleyne, speaking in as persuasive 
and soothing a way as he could, “if your birth is gentle, 
there is more reason that your manners should be eerie 
too. Iam well persuaded that you did but jest with this 1o 
lady, and that you will now permit her to leave your land 


either alone or with me as a guide, if she should need one, 


through the wood. As to birth, it does not become me to 
boast, and there is sooth in what you say as to the un- 
worthiness of clerks, aha it is none the less true that I am 15 
as well born as you.” 

“Dog!” cried the furious Socman, “there is no man 
in the south who can say as much.” » 

“Yet can I,” said Alleyne, smiling; “ for indéed L also 
am the son of Edric the Socman, of the pure blood of 20 
Godfrey the thane, by the only daughter of Aluric of 
Brockenhurst. Surely, dear brother,” he continued, hold- 
ing out his hand, “ you have a warmer greeting than this 
for me. There are but two boughs left upon this old Saxon 
trunk.” 25 

His elder brother dashed his efit aside, while an ex- 
pression of malignant hatred passed over his passion-drawn 
features. “You are the young cub of Beaulieu, then?” 
said he. “I might have known it by the sleek face and 
the slavish manner, too monk-ridden and craven in spirit 30 
to answer back a rough word. Thy father, shaveling, with 
all his faults, had a man’s heart; and there were few who 
could look him in the eyes on the day of his anger. But 
you! Look there, rat, on yonder field where the cows 
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graze, and on that other beyond, and on the orchard hard 
by the church. Do you know that all these were squeezed 
out of your dying father, to pay for your upbringing in the 
cloisters! I, the Socman, am shorn of my lands that you 
5 may snivel Latin and eat bread for which you never yet 
did hand’s turn. Knave! my dogs shall be set upon you ; 
but, meanwhile, stand out of my path, and stop me at your 
peril!” As he spoke he rushed forward, and throwing 
the lad to one side; caught the woman’s wrist; Alleyne, 
1o however, as active as a young deer-hound, sprang to her 
aid and seized her by the other arm, raising his iron-shod 
staff as he did so. 
“You may say what you will to me,” he said between 
his clenched teeth—‘“ it may be no better than I deserve ; 
15 but, brother or no, I swear by my hopes of salvation that 
I will break your arm if you do not leave hold of the 
maid.” 
There was a ring in his voice and a flash in his eyes 
which promised that the blow would follow quick at the 
20 heels of the word. For a moment the blood of the long 
line of hot-headed thanes was too strong for the soft 
whisperings of the doctrine of mmeekness and mercy. He 
was conscious of a fierce wild thrill through his nerves 
and a throb of mad gladness at his heart, as his real 
25 human self burst for an instant the bonds of custom and 
of teaching which had held it so long. The Socman 
sprang back, looking to left and to right for some stick 
or stone which might serve him for weapon; but, finding 
none, he turned and ran at the top of his speed for the 
30 house, blowing the while upon a shrill whistle. 
“Come!” gasped the woman, “Fly, friend, ere he 
come back.” 
“Nay, let him come!” cried Alleyne. “TI shall not 
budge a foot for him or his dogs.” 
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“Come, come!” she cried, tugging at his arm. “I 
know the man: he will kill you. Come, for the Virgin's 
sake, or for my sake, for I cannot go and leave you 
here.” 

“Come, then,” said he; and they ran together to the 
cover of the woods. As they gained the edge of the 
brushwood, Alleyne, looking back, saw his brother come 
running out of the house again, with the sun gleaming 
upon his hair and his beard. He held something which 
flashed in his right hand, and he stooped at the threshold 
to unloose the black hound. 

“This way!” the woman whispered, in a low eager 
voice, “Through the bushes to that forked ash, Do not 
heed me: I can run as fast as you, I trow. Now into the 
stream—right in, over ankles, to throw the dog off, though 
I think it is but a common cur, like its master.” As she 
spoke, she sprang herself into the shallow stream and ran 
swiftly up the centre of it, with the brown water bubbling 
over her feet, and her hand outstretched to ward off the 
clinging branches of bramble or sapling. Alleyne followed 
close at her heels, with his mind in a whirl at this black 
welcome and sudden shifting of all his plans and hopes. 
Yet, grave as were his thoughts, they would still turn to 
wonder as he looked at the twinkling feet of his guide and 
saw her lithe figure bend this way and that, dipping under 
boughs, springing over stones, with a lightness and ease 
which made it no small task for kim to keep up with her. 
At last, when he was almost out of breath, she suddenly 
threw herself down upon a mossy bank, between two 
holly-bushes, and looked ruefully at her own dripping feet 
and bedraggled skirt, and then, with a sudden little cry, 
which had more of surprise than of joy in it, exclaimed, 
“Here is Bertrand with the horses!” 

Down the glade there came a little green-clad page 


30 
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with laughing eyes, and long curls floating behind him. 
He sat perched on a high bay horse, and held on to the 
bridle of a spirited black palfrey, the hides of both glisten- 
ing from a long run, 

5 “I have sought you everywhere, dear Lady Maude,” 
said he, in a piping voice, springing down from his horse 
and holding the stirrup. “Troubadour galloped as far as 
Holmhill ere I could catch him. I trust that you had no 
hurt or scath?”” He shot a questioning glance at Alleyne 

to as he spoke. 

“No, Bertrand,” said she, “thanks to this courteous 
stranger. And now, sir,” she continued, springing into 
her saddle, “it is not fit that I leave you without a word 
more, Clerk or no, you have acted this day as becomes a 

1s true knight. King Arthur and all his table could not have 
done more. It may be that, as some small return, my 
father or his kin may have power to advance your interest. 
He is not rich, but he is honoured and hath great friends. 
Tell me what is your purpose, and see if he may not 
20 aid it.” y 

“ Alas! lady, I have now no purpose. I have but two 
friends in the world, and they have gone to Christchurch, 
where it is likely I shall join them.” 

“ And where in Christchurch ? ” 

25 “At the castle which is held by the brave knight, Sir 
Nigel Loring, constable to the Earl of Salisbury.” 

‘To his surprise she burst out a-laughing, and, spurring 
her palfrey, dashed off down the glade, with her page riding 
behind her. Not one word did she say, but as she vanished 

3o amid the trees she half turned in her saddle and waved a last 
greeting. Long time he stood, half hoping that she might 
again come back to him; but the thud of the hoofs had 
died away, and there was no sound in all the woods but 
the gentle rustle and dropping of the leaves. At last he 
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turnea away and made his way back to the high road— 
another person from the light-hearted boy who had left it 
a short three hours before. 


IX. 
WHEREIN THE READER IS INTRODUCED TO SIR NIGEL. 


Ir he might not return to Beaulieu within the year, and if 
his brother’s dogs were to be set upon him if he showed 5 
face upon Minstead land, then indeed he was adrift upon 
earth. North, south, east, and west—he might turn where 
he would, but all was equally chill and cheerless. The 
Abbot had rolled ten silver crowns in a lettuce-leaf and 
hid them away in the bottom of his scrip, but that would 10 
be a sorry support for twelve long months. In all the 
darkness there was but the one bright spot of the sturdy 
comrades whom he had left that morning; if he could find 
them again all would be well. The afternoon was not very 
advanced, for all that had befallen him. When a man is 15 
afoot at cock-crow much may be done in the day. If he 
walked fast he might yet overtake his friends ere they 
reached their destination. He pushed on, therefore, now 
walking and now running. As he journeyed he bit into a 
crust which remained from his Beaulieu bread, and he zo 
washed it down with a draught from a woodland stream. 

Right glad was the traveller to see the high tower of 
Christchurch Priory gleaming in the mellow evening light, 
and gladder still when, on rounding a corner, he came 
upon his comrades of the morning sitting astraddle upon a 25 
fallen tree. 

“Hola, by the splendour of heaven, here is our cher 
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petit!” said the archer. Now, by my ten finger-bones! 
this is‘a rare sight to mine eyes.” He sprang up and 
threw his arms round Alleyne’s neck, while John, no less 
pleased, but more backward and Saxon in his habits, stood 

5 grinning and bobbing by the wayside, with his steel 
cap stuck wrong side feremost upon his tangle of red 
hair. ay 

“Hast come to stop?” cried the bowman, patting 
Alleyne all over in his delight. “ Shall not get away from 

ro us again !” 

“T wish no better,” said he, with a pringling in the 
eyes at this hearty greeting. 

“Well said, lad!” cried big John. “We three shall to 
the wars together. But your feet and hosen are all be- 

15 smudged. Hast been in the water, or I am the more 
mistaken.” 

“T have in good sooth,” Alleyne answered, and then as 
they journeyed on their way he told them the many things 
that had befallen him, his coming upon his brother, with 

20 all the tale of the black welcome and of the fair damsel. 
They strode on either side, each with an ear slanting 
towards him, but ere he had come to the end of his story 
the bowman had spun round upon his heel, and was 
hastening back the way they had come, breathing loudly 

25 through his nose. 

“What then?” asked Alleyne, trotting after him and 
gripping at his jerkin. 

“Tam back for Minstead, lad.” 

“ And why, in the name of sense ?”’ | 

3¢)=—s To thrust a handful of steel into the Soeman. What! 
hale a demoiselle against her will, and then loose dogs at 
his own brother! Let me go!” 

“Nenny, nenny!” cried Alleyne, laughing. “There 
was no scath done. Come back, friend”—and so, by 
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mingled pushing and entreaties, they got his head round 
for Christchurch once more. 

It chanced on that very evening that Sir Nigel Loring, 
having supped before sunset, as was his custom, and having 
himself seen that Pommers and Cadsand, his two war- 
horses, with the thirteen hacks, the five jennets, my lady’s 
three palfreys, and the great dapple-grey roussin, had all 
their needs supplied, had taken his dogs for an evening 
breather. Sixty or seventy of them, large and ‘small 
smooth and shaggy—deer-hound, boar-hound, blood-hound, 
wolf-hound, mastiff, alaun, talbot, lurcher, terrier, spaniel 
—snapping, yelling and whining, with score of lolling 
tongues and waving tails, came surging down the narrow 
lane which leads from the Twynham kennels to the bank 
of Avon. Two russet-clad varlets, with loud halloo and 
cracking whips, walked thigh-deep amid the swarm, guid- 
ing, controlling, and urging. Behind came Sir Nigel 
himself, with Lady Loring upon his arm, the pair walking 
slowly and sedately, as befitted both their age and their 
condition, while they watched with a smile in their eyes 
the scrambling crowd in front of them. They paused, 
however, at the bridge, and, leaning their elbows upon the 
stonework, they stood looking down at their own faces in 
the glassy stream, and at the swift flash of speckled trout 
against the tawny gravel. 

Sir Nigel was a slight man of poor stature, with soft 
lisping voice and gentle ways. So short was he that his 
wife, who was no very tall woman, had the better of him 
by the breadth of three fingers. His sight having been 
injured in his early wars by a basketful of lime which had 
been emptied over him when he led the Earl of Derby’s 
stormers up the breach at Bergerac, he had contracted 
something of a stoop, with a blinking, peering expression 
of face. His age was six-and-forty, but the constant 
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practice of arms, together with a cleanly life, had preserved 
his activity and endurance unimpaired, so that from a 
distance he seemed to have the slight limbs and swift 
grace of a boy. His face, however, was tanned of a dull 
5 yellow tint, with a leathery poreless look, which spoke of 
rough outdoor doings, and the little pointed beard which 
he wore, in deference to the prevailing fashion, was 
streaked and shot with grey. His features were small, 
delicate, and regular, with clear-cut, curving nose, and 
io eyes Which jutted forward from the lids. His dress was 
simple and yet spruce. A Flandish hat of beevor was 
drawn low upon the left side to hide that ear which had 
been partly shorn from his head by a Flemish man-at-arms 
in a camp broil before Tournay. His cote-hardie, or tunic, 

15 and trunk-hosen were of a purple plum-colour, with long 
weepers which hung from either sleeve to below his knees. 
His shoes were of red leather, daintily pointed at the toes, 
but not yet prolonged to the extravagant lengths which the 
succeeding reign was to bring into fashion. A gold- 

zoembroidered belt of knighthood encircled his loins, 
with his arms, five roses gules on a field argent, cun- 
uingly worked upon the clasp. So stood Sir Nigel Loring 
upon the bridge of Avon, and talked lightly with his 
lady. 

25 And, certes, had the two visages alone been seen, and 
the stranger been asked which were the more likely to 
belong to the bold warrior whose name was loved by the 
roughest soldiery of Europe, he had assuredly selected the 
lady’s. Her face was large and square and red, with fierce 

30 thick brows, and the eyes of one who was accustomed to 
rule. Taller and broader than her husband, her flowing 
gown of sendal, and fur-lined tippet, could not conceal the 
gaunt and ungraceful outlines of her figure. It was the 
age of martial women. There were men who said that of 
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all the stern passages and daring deeds by which Sir Nigel 
Loring had proved the true temper of his courage, not 
the least was his wooing and winning of so forbidding a 
dame. 


X. 


How Horpie JoHN FoUND A MAN WHOM HE MIGHT 
FOLLOW. 


“Here are three strangers,” said Sir Nigel, “ and one, 
as I take it, a soldier fresh from service. It is likely 


that he may give us word of what is stirring over the — 


water.” 

Lady Loring glancing up, saw in the fading light three 
companions walking abreast down the road, all grey with 
dust, and stained with travel, yet chattering merrily 
between themselves. He in the midst was young and 
comely, with boyish open face and bright grey eyes, which 
glanced from right to left as though he found the world 
around him both new and pleasing. To his right walked a 
huge red-headed man with broad smile and merry twinkle, 
whose clothes seemed to be bursting and splitting at every 
seam, as though he were some lusty chick who was break- 
ing bravely from his shell, On the other side, with his 
knotted hand upon the young man’s shoulder, came a stout 
and burly archer, brown and fierce-eyed, with sword at 
belt and long yellow yew-stave peeping over his shoulder. 
Hard face, battered head-piece, dinted brigandine, with 
faded red lion of St. George ramping on a discoloured 
ground, all proclaimed as plainly as words that he was 
indeed from the land of war. He looked keenly at Sir 


Lan! 
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Nigel as he approached, and then, plunging his hand under 
his breast-plate, he stepped up to him with a rough uncouth 
bow to the lady. 
“ Your pardon, fair sir,” said he, “ but I know you the 
5 moment I clap eyes on you, though in sooth I have seen 
you oftener in steel than in velvet. I have drawn string 
beside you at many places.” 
“Then, good archer, I am right glad to welcome you to 
Twynham Castle, and in the steward’s room you will find 
io provant for yourself and comrades. To me also your face is 
known, though mine eyes play such tricks with me that I 
can scarce be sure of my own squire. Rest awhile, and 


you shall come to the hall anon and tell us what is passing . 


in France, for I have heard that it is likely that our 

15 pennons may flutter to the south of the great Spanish 
mountains ere another year be passed.” 

“There was talk of it in Bordeaux,” answered the 
archer, “and I saw myself that the armourers and smiths 
were as busy as rats in a wheat-rick. But I bring you this 

20 letter from the valiant Gascon knight, Sir Claude Latour. 
And to you, lady,” he added after a pause, “I bring from 
him this box of red sugar of Narbonne, with every 
courteous and knightly greeting which a gallant cavalier 
may make to a fair and noble dame.” 

25 This little speech had cost the blunt bowman much 
pains and planning; but he might have spared his breath, 
for the lady was quite as much absorbed as her lord in 
the letter, which they held between them, a hand on either 
corner, spelling it out very slowly, with drawn brows and 

30 muttering lips. As they read it, Alleyne who stood with 
Hordle John afew paces back from their comrade, saw the 
lady catch her breath, while the knight laughed softly to 
himself. 

“You see, dear heart,” said he, “that they will not leave 
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the old dog in his kennel when the game is afoot. And 
what of this White Company, archer?” 

« Ah, sir, you speak of dogs, cried Aylward ; “ but there 
are a pack of lusty hounds who are ready for any quarry, 
if they have but a good huntsman to halloo them on. Su, 5 
we haye been in the wars together, and I have seen many 
a brave following, but never such a set of woodland boys as 
this. They do but want you at their head, and who will 
bar the way to them?” 

“Pardieu!” said Sir Nigel, “if they are all like their 10 
messenger, they are indeed men of whom a leader may be 
proud. Your name, good archer ?” 

“Sam Aylward, sir, of the Hundred of Easebourne and 
the Rape of Chichester.” | 

« And this giant behind you?” ee 

“ He is big John, of Hordle, a forest man, who hath now 
taken service in the Company.” 

“A proper figure of a man-at-arms,” said the little 
knight. “Why, man, you are no chicken, yet I warrant 
him the stronger man. See to that great stone from the 20 
coping which hath fallen upon the bridge. Four of my 
lazy varlets strove this day to carry it hence. I would 
that you two could put them to shame by budging it, 
though I fear that I overtask you, for it is of a grievous 
weight.” 25 

He pointed as he spoke to a huge rough-hewn block 
which lay by the roadside, deep sunken from its own 
weight in the reddish earth. The archer approached it, 
rolling back the sleeves of his jerkin, but with no very 
hopeful countenance, for indeed it was a mighty rock, 3e 
John, however, put him aside with his left hand, and 
stooping over the stone, he plucked it single-handed from 
its soft bed and swung it far into the stream. There it fell 
with mighty splash, one jagged end peaking out above the 
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surface, while the waters bubbled and foamed with far- 
circling eddy. 

“Good lack!” cried Sir Nigel, and “ Good lack!” cried 
his lady, while John stood laughing and wiping the caked 

5 dirt from his fingers. 

“T have felt his arms round my ribs,” said the bowman, 
“and they crackle yet at the thought of it. This other 
comrade of mine is a right learned clerk, for all that he is 
so young, hight Alleyne, the son of Edric, brother to the 

to Socman of Minstead.” 

“Young man,” quoth Sir Nigel, sternly, “if you are of 
the same way of thought as your brother, you may not pass 
under portcullis of mine.” 

“ Nay, fair sir,” cried Aylward, hastily, “I will be pledge 

15 for it that they have no thought in common; for this very 
day his brother hath set his dogs upon him, and driven him 
from his lands.” 

“And are you, too, of the White Company ?” asked 
Sir Nigel. “Hast had small experience of war, if I may 

20 judge by your looks and bearing.” 

“TI would fain to France with my friends here,” Alleyne 
answered ; “but I am a man of peace.” 

“That need not hinder,” quoth Sir Nigel. 

“The night air strikes chill,” said the lady, and turned 
down the road with her hand upon her lord’s arm. The 
three comrades ‘dropped behind and followed: Aylward 
much the lighter for having accomplished his mission, 
Alleyne full of wonderment at the humble bearing of so 
renowned a captain, and John loud with snorts and sneers, 

30 which spoke his disappointment and contempt. 

“What ails the man?” asked Aylward, in surprise. 

“T have been cozened and bejaped,” quoth he, gruffly. 

“ By whom, Sir Samson the strong?” 

“ By thee, Sir Balaam the false prophet,” 
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“By my hilt!” cried the archer, “though I be not 
Balaam, yet I hold converse with the very creature that 
spake to him. What is amiss, then, and how have I 
played you false?” 

“Why, marry, did you not say, and Alleyne here will 5 
be my witness, that, if I would hie to the wars with you, 
you would place me under a leader who was second to 
none in all England for valour? Yet here you bring me 
_to a shred of a man, peaky and ill-nourished, with eyes 
like a moulting owl, who must needs, forsooth, take ro 
counsel with his mother ere he buckle sword to girdle?” 

“Tg that where the shoe galls?” cried the bowman, 
and laughed aloud. “I will ask you what you think of 
him three months hence, if we be all alive; for sure I am 
that i ‘5 

Aylward’s words were interrupted by an extraordinary 
hubbub which broke out that instant some little way 
down the street in the direction of the Priory. There was 
deep-mouthed shouting of men, frightened shrieks of 
women, howling and barking of curs, and over all a 20 
sullen thunderous rumble, indescribably menacing and 
terrible. Round the corner of the narrow street there 
came rushing a brace of whining dogs with tails tucked 
under their legs, and after them a white-faced burgher, 
with outstretched hands and widespread fingers, his hair 25 
all abristle and his eyes glinting back from one shoulder to 
the other, as though some great terror were at his very 
heels. “Fly, my lady, fly!” he screeched, and whizzed 
past them like bolt from bow; while close behind came 
lumbering a huge black bear, with red tongue lolling from 30 
his mouth, and a broken chain jangling behind him. To 
right and left the folk flew for arch and doorway. Hordle 
John caught up the Lady Loring as though she had been 
a feather, and sprang with her into an open porch ; while 
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Aylward plucked at his quiver and tried to unsling his 
bow. Alleyne, all unnerved at so strange and unwonted 
a sight, shrank up against the wall with his eyes fixed 
upon the frenzied creature, which came bounding along 
5 with ungainly speed, looking the larger in the uncertain 
light, its huge jaws agape, with blood and slaver trickling 
to the ground. Sir Nigel alone unconscious to all appear- 
ance of the universal panic, walked with unfaltering step 
up the centre of the road, a silken handkerchief in one 
to hand and his gold comfit-box in the other. It sent the 
blood cold through Alleyne’s veins to see that as they 
came together—the man and the beast—the creature 
reared up, with eyes ablaze with fear and hate, and 
whirled its great paws above the knight to smite him to 
15 the earth. He, however, blinking with puckered eyes, 
reached up his kerchief, and flicked the beast twice across 
the snout with it. “Ah, saucy! saucy!” quoth he, with 
gentle chiding; on which the bear, uncertain and puzzled, 
dropped its fore legs to earth again, and waddling back, 
20 Was soon swathed in ropes by the bear-ward and a crowd 
of peasants who had been in close pursuit. 

A scared man was the keeper; for, having chained the 
brute to a stake while he drank a stoup of ale at the inn, 
it had been baited by stray curs until, in wrath and mad- 

25 ness, it had plucked loose the chain, and smitten or bitten 
all who came in its path. Most scared of all was he to 
find that the creature had come nigh to harm the Lord 
and Lady of the castle, who had power to place him in 
the stretchneck or to have the skin scourged from his 

30 Shoulders. Yet, when he came with bowed head and 
humble entreaty for forgiveness, he was met with a hand- 
ful of small silver from Sir Nigel, whose dame, however, 
was less charitably disposed, being much ruffled in her 
dignity by the manner in which she had been hustled 
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from her lord’s side. As they passed through the castle 
gate, John plucked at Aylward’s sleeve, and the two fell 
behind. 
“IT must crave your pardon, comrade,” said he, bluntly. 
5 “ I was a fool not to know that a little rooster may be the 
gamest. I believe that this man is indeed a leader whom 
we may follow.” 


aa, 
How ALLEYNE RECEIVED A SUMMONS. 


BLAcK was the mouth of Twynham Castle, though a pair 
of torches burning at the further end of the gateway cast 
‘oa red glare over the outer bailey, and sent a dim ruddy 
flicker through the rough-hewn arch, rising and falling 
with fitful brightness, Over the door the travellers could 
discern the escutcheon of the Montacutes, a roebuck 
gules on a field argent, flanked on either side by smaller 
ts Shields which bore the red roses of the veteran constable. 
As they passed over the drawbridge, Alleyne marked the 
gleam of arms in the embrasures to right and left, and 
they had scarce set foot upon the causeway ere a hoarse 
blare burst from a bugle, and with screech of hinge and 
zo Clank of chain, the ponderous. bridge swung up into the 
air, drawn by unseen hands. At the same instant the 
huge porteullis came rattling down from above, and 
shut off the last fading light of day. Sir Nigel and his 
lady walked on:in deep talk, while a fat under-steward 
25 took charge of the three comrades, and led them to the 
buttery, where beef, bread, and beer were kept ever in 


THE WHITE COMPANY. 51 


readiness for the wayfarer. After a hearty meal and a 
dip in the trough to wash the dust from them, they strolled 
forth into the bailey, where the bowman: peered about 
through the darkness at wall and at keep, with the carp- 
ing eyes of one who has seen something of sieges, and is 5 
not lightly to be satisfied. To Alleyne and to John, how- 
ever, it appeared to be as great and as stout a fortress as 
could be built by the hands of man. 

“Methinks a company of school lads could hold this 
place against an army,” quoth John. 

« And so say I,” said Alleyne. 

“Nay, there you are wide of the clout,” the bowman 


ite) 


said gravely. “By my hilt! I have seen a stronger 
fortalice carried in a summer evening. But whom have 
we here ?” 15 


“Is there an archer here hight Sam Aylward?” asked 
a gaunt man-at-arms, clanking up to them across the 
courtyard. 

“ My name, friend,” quoth the bowman. 

“Then sure I have no need to tell thee mine,” saith 20 
the other. 

“ By the rood! if it is not Black Simon of Norwich !” 
eried Aylward. “ A mon cceur, camarade, 4 mon cceur! 
Ah, but I am blithe to see thee!” The two fell upon 
each other and hugged like bears. 25 

The old soldiers and Hordle John then strode off 
together in all good-fellowship. Alleyne had turned to 
follow them, when he felt a touch upon his shoulder, and 
found a young jege-kxbis.side. 

“The Lord] DRciBgAcdwinane 
you will folloy me to the great 
there.” 

“But my cp es 2.’ 

“His ols ex: cessiqn. Ne alone::* seeseecees Osos se cmeeenee sens 
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Alleyne followed the messenger to the east end of the 
courtyard, where a broad flight of steps led up to the door- 
way of the main hall, the outer wall of which is washed 
by the waters of the Avon. Up the broad steps Alleyne 

5 went, still following his boyish guide, until at the folding 
oak doors the latter paused, and ushered him into the 
main hall of the castle. 

On entering the room the clerk looked round; but 
seeing no one, he continued to stand, his cap in his hand, 

10 eXamining with the greatest interest a chamber which was 
so different to any to which he was accustomed. The days 
had gone by when a nobleman’s hall was but a barn-like 
rush-strewn enclosure, the common lounge and eating-room 
of every inmate of the castle. The Crusaders had brought 

15 back with them experiences of domestic luxuries, of 
Damascus carpets and rugs of Aleppo, which made them 
impatient of the hideous bareness and want of privacy 
which they found in their ancestral strongholds. 

In the great stone fireplace a log fire was spurting and 

zo crackling, throwing out a ruddy glare which, with the four 
bracket-lamps which stood at each corner of the room, 
gave a bright and lightsome air to the whole apartment. 
Above was a wreath-work of blazonry, extending up to 
the carved and corniced oaken roof; while on either side 

25 Stood the high canopied chairs placed for the master of the 
house and for his most honoured guest. The walls were 
hung all round with most elaborate and brightly coloured 
tapestry representing the achievements of Sir Bevis of 
Hampton, and behind this convenient screen were stored 

jo the tables dormant and benches which would be needed 
for banquet or high festivity. The floor was of polished 
tiles, with a square of red and black diapered Flemish 
carpet in the centre; and many settees, cushions, folding 
chairs, and carved bancals littered all over it. At the 
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further end was a long black buffet or dresser, thickly 
covered with gold cups, silver salvers, and other such 
valuables. All this Alleyne examined with curious eyes ; 
but most interesting of all to him was a small ebony table 
at his very side, on which, by the side of a chess-board 5 
and the scattered chessmen, there lay an open manuscript 
written in a right clerkly hand, and set forth with brave 
flourishes and devices along the margins. In vain Alleyne 
bethought him of where he was, and of those laws of good 
breeding and decorum which should restrain him: those 10 
coloured capitals and black even lines drew his hand down 
to them, as the loadstone draws the needle, until, almost 
before he knew it, he was standing with the romance of 
Garin de Montglane before his eyes, so absorbed in its 
contents as to be completely oblivious both of where he 15 
was and why he had come there. 


Xi. 
How A YOUNG SHEPHERD HAD A PERILOUS FLOCK. 


He was brought back to himself, however, by a sudden 
little ripple of quick feminine laughter. Aghast, he dropped 
the manuscript among the chessmen and stared in bewilder- 
ment round the room. It was as empty and as still as 20 
ever. Again he stretched his hand out to the romance, 
and again came that roguish burst of merriment. He 
looked up at the ceiling, back at the closed door, and 
round at the stiff folds of motionless tapestry. Of a 
sudden, however, he caught a quick shimmer from the 25 
corner of a high-backed bancal in front of him, and 
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shifting a pace or two to the side, saw a white slender hand, 
which held a mirror of polished silver in such a way that 
the concealed observer could see without being seen. He 
stood irresolute, uncertain whether to advance or to take 
5 no notice ; but, even as he hesitated, the mirror was whipped 
in, and a tall and stately young lady swept out from 
behind the oaken screen, with a dancing light of mischief 
in her eyes. Alleyne started with astonishment as he 
recognised the very maiden who had suffered from his 
10 brother's violence in the forest. She no longer wore her 
gay riding-dress, however, but was attired in a long sweep- 
ing robe of black velvet of Bruges, with delicate tracery 
of white lace at neck and at wrist, scarce to be seen against 
her ivory skin. Beautiful as she had seemed to him before, 
1s the lithe charm of her figure and the proud, free grace of 
her bearing were enhanced now by the rich simplicity of 
her attire. 
“Ah, you start,” said she, with the same sidelong look 
of mischief, “and I cannot marvel at it. Didst not look 
20 to see the distressed damozel again. Oh that I were a 
minstrel, that I might put it into rhyme, with the whole 
romance—the luckless maid, the wicked socman, and the 
virtuous clerk! So might our fame have gone down together 
for all time, and you be numbered with Sir Percival or Sir 
25 Galahad, or all the other rescuers of oppressed ladies.” 
“What I did,” said Alleyne, “was too small a thing 
for thanks; and yet, if I may say it without offence, it 
was too grave and near a matter for mirth and raillery, 
I had counted on my brother’s love, but God has willed 
30 that it should be otherwise. It is a joy to me to see you 
again, lady, and to know that you have reached home in 
safety, if this be indeed your home.” 
“ Yes, in sooth, Castle Twynham is myhome, and Sir 
Nigel Loring my father. I should have told you so this 
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morning, but you said that you were coming hither, so 
I bethought me that I might hold it back as a surprise 
to you.” 

“ But here is your noble father,” said Alleyne. 

“And you shall see how grateful I am. Father, 
I am much beholden to this young clerk, who was of 
service to me and helped me this very morning in 
Minstead Woods, four miles to the north of the Christ- 
church road, where I had no call to be, you having ordered 
it otherwise.” All this she reeled off in a loud voice, and 
then glanced with sidelong questioning eyes at Alleyne 
for his approval. 

Sir Nigel, who had entered the room with a silvery- 
haired old lady upon his arm, stared aghast at this sudden 
burst of candour. 

“Maude, Maude!” said he, shaking his head, “it 1s 
more hard for me to gain obedience from you than from 
the ten score drunken archers who followed me to 
Guienne, Yet, hush! little one, for your fair lady-mother 
willbe here anon, and there is no need that she should 
know it. We will keep you from the provost-marshal 
this journey. Away to your chamber, sweeting, and keep 
a blithe face, for she who confesses is shriven. And now, 
fair mother,” he continued, when his daughter had gone, 
“sit you here by the fire, for your blood runs colder than 
it did. Alleyne Edricson, I would have a word with you 
for I would fain that you should take service under me. 
And here in good time comes my lady, without whose 
counsel it is not my wont to decide ought of import, but, 
indeed, it was her own thought that you should come.” 

“For I have formed a good opinion of you, and can 
see that you are one who may be trusted,” said the Lady 
Loring. “And in good sooth my dear lord hath need of 
such a one by his side, for he recks so little of himself 
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that there should be one there to look to his needs and 
meet his wants. You have seen the cloisters: it were 
well that you should see the world too, ere you make 
choice for life between them.” 

5 “It was for that very reason that my father willed 
that I should come forth into the world at my twentieth 
year,” said Alleyne. 

“Then your father was a man of good counsel,” said 
she, “and you cannot carry out his will better than by 

10 going on this path, where all that is noble and gallant in 
England will be your companions.” 

“You can ride ?” asked Sir Nigel, looking at the youth 
with puckered eyes. 
“Yes, I have ridden much at the abbey.” 
15 “ Yet there is a difference betwixt a friar’s hack and a 
warrior’s destrier. You can sing and play ?”. 
“On citole, flute, and rebec.” 
“Good! You can read blazonry ?” 
“ Indifferent well.” 
20 “TI trust that you are lowly and serviceable?” said 
Sir Nigel. 
“T have served all my life, my lord.” 
“ Canst carve too?” 
“J have carved two days a week for the brethren.” 
2, “A model truly! Wilt make a squire of squires.” 
“Tt is for you also to bear the purse,” said the lady ; 
“for my sweet lord is of so free and gracious a temper 
that he would give it gaily to the first who asked alms of 
him, All these things, with some knowledge of venerie, 
3o and of the management of horse, hawk, and hound, with 
the grace and hardihood and courtesy which are proper 
to your age, will make you a fit squire for Sir Nigel 
Loring,” } 
“ Alas! lady,’ Alleyne answered, “I know well the 
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creat honour that you have done me in deeming me worthy 
to wait upon so renowned a knight, yet I am so conscious 
of my own weakness that I scarce dare incur duties which 
I might be so ill-fitted to fulfil.” 

“ Modesty and a humble mind,” said she, “are the very 5 
first and rarest gifts in page or squire. Your words prove 
that you have these, and all the rest is but the work of 
use and of time. But there is no call for haste. Rest 
upon it for the night, and let your orisons ask for guidance 
in the matter. We knew your father well, and would to 
fain help his son, though we have small cause to love your 
brother the socman, who is for ever stirring up strife in 
the county. 

« And I have one favour to crave from you,” added 
the lady of the castle, as Alleyne turned to leave their 15 
presence. “You have, as I understand, much learning 
which you have acquired at Beaulieu.” 

“Little enough, lady, compared with those who were 
my teachers.” 

“Yet enough for my purpose, I doubt not. For I 20 
would have you give an hour or two a day whilst you 
are with us in discoursing with my daughter, the Lady 
Maude, and with Agatha my young tirewoman and with 
Dorothy Pierpoint.” 

And so Alleyne found himself not only chosen as 25 
squire to a knight, but also as squire to three damozels, 
which was even further from the part which he had 
thought to play in the world. Yet he could but agree to 
do what he might, and so went forth from the castle hall 
with his face flushed and his head in a whirl at the thought 30 
of the strange and perilous paths which his feet were 
destined to tread. 
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XIII. 
How THE MEN OF HAMPSHIRE MUSTERED FOR THE WAR. 


AND now there came a time of stir and bustle, of furbish- 
ing of arms and clang of hammer from all the southland 
counties. Fast spread the tidings from thorpe to thorpe 
and from castle to castle, that the old game was afoot 
5 once more, and the lions and lilies to be in the field with 
the early spring. Great news this for that fierce old 
country, whose trade for a generation had been war, her 
export archers and her imports prisoners. For six years 
her sons had chafed under an unwonted peace. Now they 
10 flew to their arms as to their birthright. From sea to sea 
there was stringing of bows in the cottage and clang of 
steel in the castle. 
Nor did it take long for every stronghold to pour forth 
its cavalry, and every hamlet its footmen. Through the 
15 late autumn and the early winter every road and country 
lane resounded with nakir and trumpet, with the neigh of 
the war-horse and the clatter of marching men. From the 
Wrekin in the Welsh marches to the Cotswolds in the 
west, or Butser in the south, there was no hill-top from 
20 which the peasant might not have seen the bright shimmer 
of arms, the toss and flutter of plume and of pensil. From 
bye-path, from woodland clearing, or from winding moor- 
side track these little rivulets of steel united in the larger 
roads to form a broader stream, growing ever fuller and 
25 larger as it approached the nearest or most commodious 
seaport. And there all day, and day after day, there was 
bustle and crowding and labour, while the great ships 
loaded up, and one after the other spread their white 
pinions and darted off to the open sea, amid the clash of 
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eymbals and rolling of drums and lusty shouts of those 
who went and of those who waited. From Orwell to the 
Dart there was no port which did not send torth its little 
fleet, gay with streamer and bunting, as for a joyous festival. 
Thus in the season of the waning days the might of England 
put forth on to the waters. 

In the ancient and populous county of Hampshire there 
was no lack of leaders or of soldiers for a service which 
promised either honour or profit. Greatest of all the 
musters, however, was that at Twynham Castle, for the 
name and the fame of Sir Nigel Loring drew towards him 
the keenest and boldest spirits, all eager to serve under so 
valiant a leader. Archers from the New Forest and the 
Forest of Bere, billmen from the pleasant country which 
is watered by the Stour, the Avon, and the Itchen, young 
cavaliers from the ancient Hampshire houses, all were 
pushing for Christchurch to take service under the banner 
of the five scarlet roses. 

By All Saints’ Day he had filled up his full numbers, 
and mustered under his banner as stout a following 
of Hampshire foresters as ever twanged their war-bows. 
Twenty men-at-arms, too, well mounted and equipped, 
formed the cavalry of the party, while young Peter Terlake 
of Fareham, and Walter Ford of Botley, the martial sons 
of martial sires, came at their own cost to wait upon Sir 
Nigel and to share with Alleyne Edricson the duties of his 
squireship. 

Yet, even after the enrolment, there was much to be 
done ere the party could proceed upon its way. For 
armour, swords, and lances there was no need to take much 
forethought, for they were to be had both better and 
cheaper in Bordeaux than in England. With the long- 
bow, however, it was different. Yew staves indeed might 
be got in Spain, but it was well to take enough and to 
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spare with,them. Then three spare cords should be carried 
for each bow, with a great store of arrow-heads, besides the 
brigandines of chain mail, the wadded steel caps, and the 
brassarts or arm-guards, which were the proper equipment 
5 of the archer. Above all, the women for miles round were 
hard at work cutting the white surcoats which were the 
badge of the Company, and adorning them with the red 
lion of St. George upon the centre of the breast. When 
all was completed and the muster called in the castle 
ro yard, the oldest soldier of the French wars was fain to 
confess that he had never looked upon a better equipped 


or more warlike body of men, from the old knight with his _ 


silk jupon, sitting his great black war-horse in the front 

of them, to Hordle John, the giant recruit, who leaned 
15 carelessly upon a huge black bow-stave in the rear. Of 

the six score, fully half had seen service before, while a 

fair sprinkling were men who had followed the wars all 

their lives, and had a hand in those battles which had 

made the whole world ring with the fame and the wonder 
20 of the island infantry. 

Six long weeks were taken in these preparations, and 
it was close on Martinmas ere all was ready for a start. 
Nigh two months had Alleyne Edricson been in Castle 
Twynham—months which were fated to turn the whole 

25 current of his life, to divert it from that dark and lonely 
bourne towards which it tended, and to guide it into freer 
and more sunlit channels. Already he had learned to 
bless his father for that wise provision which had made 
him seek to know the world ere he had ventured to 

3o renounce it. 
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xIV: 
How THE WHITE CoMPANY SET FORTH TO THE WARS. 


Sr. Lukr’s Day had come and had gone, and it was in the 
season of Martinmas, when the oxen are driven in to the 
slaughter, that the White Company was ready for its 
journey. -Loud shrieked the brazen bugles from keep and 
from gateway, and merry was the rattle of the war-drum, 
as the men gathered in the outer bailey, with torches to 
light them, for the morn had not yet broken. Alleyne, 
from the window of the armoury, looked down upon the 
strange scene—the circles of yellow flickering light, the 
lines of stern and bearded faces, the quick shimmer of 
arms, and the lean heads of the horses. In front stood 
' the bowmen, ten-deep, with a fringe of under-officers, who 
paced hither and thither marshalling the ranks with curt 
precept or short rebuke. Behind were the little clump 
of steel-clad horsemen, their lances raised, with long 
pensils drooping down the oaken shafts. So silent and 
still were they, that they might have been metal-sheathed 
statues, were it not for the occasional quick impatient 
stamp of their chargers, or the rattle of chamfron against 
neck-plates as they tossed and strained. 

The raw morning had broken ere the last farewell was 
spoken. A cold wind blew up from the sea and ragged 
clouds drifted swiftly across the sky. The Christchurch 
townsfolk stood huddled about the Bridge of Avon, the 
women pulling tight their shawls and the men swathing 
themselves in their gaberdines, while down the winding 
path from the castle came the van of the little army, their 
feet clanging on the hard frozen road. First came Black 
Simon with his banner, bestriding a lean and powerful 
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‘dapple-grey charger, as hard and wiry and warwise as 
himself, After him, riding three abreast, were nine men- 
at-arms, all picked soldiers, who had followed the French 
wars before, and knew the marches of Picardy as they 

5 knew the downs of their native Hampshire. They were 
armed to the teeth with lance, sword, and mace, with 
square shields notched at the upper right-hand corner to 
serve as a spear-rest. For defence each man wore a coat 
of interlaced leathern thongs strengthened at the shoulder, 

1oelbow and upper arm with slips of steel. Greaves and 
knee-pieces were also of leather backed by steel, and their 
gauntlets and shoes were of iron plates, craftily jointed. 
So, with jingle of arms and clatter of hoofs, they rode 
across the Bridge of Avon, while the burghers shouted 

5 lustily for the flag of the five roses and its gallant 
guard, 

Close at the heels of the horses came two score archers, 
bearded and burly, their round targets on their backs and 
their long yellow bows, the most deadly weapon that the 

20 wit of man had yet devised, thrusting forth from behind 
their shoulders. From each man’s girdle hung sword or 
axe, according to his humour, and over the right hip there 
jutted out the leathern quiver, with its bristle of goose, 
pigeon, and peacock feathers. Behind the bowmen strode 

25 two trumpeters blowing upon horns, and two drummers 
in parti-coloured clothes. After them came twenty-seven 
suinpter-horses carrying tent-poles, cloth, spare arms, spurs, 
wedges, cooking kettles, horseshoes, bags of nails, and the 
hundred other things which experience had shown to be 

30 needful in a harried and hostile country. A white mule 
with red trappings, led by a varlet, carried Sir Nigel’s own 
napery and table comforts. Then came two score more 
archers, ten more men-at-arms, and finally a rearguard of 
twenty bowmen, with big John towering in the front rank 
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and the veteran Aylward marching by his side, his battered 
harness and faded surcoat in strange contrast with the 
snow-white jupons and shining brigandines of his com- 
panions. A quick cross-fire of greetings and questions 
and rough West Saxon jests flew from rank to rank, or 
were bandied about betwixt the marching archers and the 
gazing crowd. 

The Company had marched to the turn of the road ere 
Sir Nigel Loring rode out from the gateway, mounted on 
Pommers his great black war-horse, whose ponderous foot- 
fall on the wooden drawbridge echoed loudly from the 
gloomy arch which spanned it. Sir Nigel was still in his 
velvet dress of peace, with flat velvet cap of maintenance, 
and curling ostrich feather clasped in a golden brooch. To 
his three squires riding behind him it looked as though he 
bore the bird’s egg as well as its feather, for the back of 
his bald pate shone like a globe of ivory. He bore no 
arms save the long and heavy sword which hung at his 
saddle-bow; but Terlake carried in front of him the high 
wivern-crested bassinet, Ford the heavy ash spear with 
swallow-tail pennon, while Alleyne was entrusted with 
the emblazoned shield. The Lady Loring rode her palfrey 
at her lord’s bridle-arm, for she would see him as far as 
the edge of the forest, and ever and anon she turned her 
hard-lined face up wistfully to him and ran a questioning 
eye over his apparel and appointments. 

“J trust that there is nothing forgot,” she said, beckon- 
ing to Alleyne to ride on her further side. “I trust him 
to you, Edrieson. Hosen, shirts, cyclas, and under-jupons 
are in the brown basket on the left side of the mule. His 
wine he takes hot when the nights are cold, malvoisie or 
vernage, with as much spice as would cover the thumb- 
nail, See that he hath a change if he come back hot 
from the tilting. There is goose-grease in a box, if the 
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old scars ache at the turn of the weather. Let his blankets 
be dry and 

“ Nay, my heart’s life,’ the little knight interrupted, 
“trouble not now about such matters. Why so pale and 

5 wan, Edricson? Is it not enow to make a man’s heart 
dance to see this noble company, such valiant men-at-arms, 
such lusty archers? By St. Paul! I should be ill to 
please if. I were not blithe to see the red roses flying at 
the head of so noble a following!” 

1o “The purse I have already given you, Edricson,” con* 
tinued the lady. “There are in it twenty-three marks, 
one noble, three shillings and fourpence, which is a great 
treasure for one man to carry, And I pray you to bear 
in mind, Edricson, that he hath two pair of shoes, those 

15 of red leather for common use, and the others with golden 
toe-chains, which he may wear should he chance to drink 
wine with the Prince or with Chandos.” 

“ My sweet bird,” said Sir Nigel, “I am right loth to 

part from you, but we are now at the fringe of the forest, 

zo and it is not right that I should take the chatelaine too 
far from her trust.” 

“ But oh, my dear lord,” she cried with a trembling lip, 

“let me bide with you for one furlong further—or one and 

a half, perhaps. You may spare me this out of the weary 

25 miles that you will journey alone.” 

“Come then, my heart’s comfort,” he answered. “ But 
I must crave a gage from thee. It is my custom, dearling, 
and hath been since I have first known thee, to proclaim 
by herald in such camps, townships, or fortalices as I may 

30 chance to visit, that my ladylove being beyond compare 
the fairest and sweetest in Christendom, I should deem it 
great honour and kindly condescension if any cavalier 
would run three courses against me with sharpened lances, 
should he chance to have a lady whose claim he was 
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willing to advance. I pray you then, my fair dove, that 
you will vouchsafe to me one of those doe-skin gloves, 
that I may wear it as the badge of her whose servant I 
shall ever be.” 

“ Alack and alas for the fairest and sweetest!” she 
cried. “Fair and sweet I would fain be for your dear sake, 
my lord, but old I am and ugly, and the knights would 
laugh should you lay lance in rest in such a cause.” 

« Edricson,” quoth Sir Nigel, “you have young eyes, 
and mine are somewhat bedimmed. Should you chance 
to see a knight laugh, or smile, or even, look you, arch 
his brows, or purse his mouth, or in any way show sur- 
prise that I should uphold the Lady Mary, you will take 
particular note of his name, his coat-armour, and his 
lodging. Your glove, my life’s desire!” 

The Lady Mary Loring slipped her hand from her 
yellow leather gauntlet, and he, lifting it with dainty 
reverence, bound it to the front of his velvet cap. 

“Tt is with mine other guardian angels,” quoth he, 
pointing at the saints’ medals which hung beside it. 
« And now, my dearest, you have come far enow. May 
the Virgin guard and prosper thee! One kiss!” He 
pent down from his saddle, and then striking spurs into 
his horse’s sides, he galloped at top speed after his men, 
with his three squires at his heels. Half a mile further, 
where the road topped a hill, they looked back, and the 
Lady Mary on her white palfrey was still where they had 
left her. A moment later they were on the downward 
slope, and she had vanished from their view. 
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Ae 
How THE YELLOW COG SAILED FORTH FROM LEPE. 


THaT night the Company slept at St. Leonard’s, in the 
great monastic barns and spicarium—ground well known 
both to Alleyne and to John, for they were almost within 
sight of the Abbey of Beaulieu. A strange thrill it gave 
5 to the young squire to see the well-remembered white 
dress once more, and to hear the measured tolling of the 
deep vespers bell. At early dawn they passed across the 
broad, sluggish, reed-girt stream—men, horses, and bag- 
gage in the flat ferry barges—and so journeyed on through 
10 the fresh morning air past Exbury to Lepe. Topping the 
» heathy down, they came of a sudden full in sight of the 
old seaport—a cluster of houses, a trail of blue smoke, and 
a bristle of masts. To right and left the long blue curve 
of the Solent lapped in a fringe of foam upon the yellow 

15 beach. Some way out from the town a line of pessoners, 
creyers, and other small craft were rolling-lazily on the 
gentle swell. Further out still lay a great merchant-ship, - 
high ended, deep waisted, painted of a canary yellow, and 
towering above the fishing boats like a swan among 

20 ducklings. 

“ By St. Paul!” said the knight, “our good merchant 
of Southampton hath not played us false, for methinks I 
can see our ship down yonder. He said that she would 
be of great size and of a yellow shade.” 

25 “By my hilt, yes!” muttered Aylward ; “she is yellow 
as a kite’s claw, and would carry as many men as there 4 
are pips in a pomegranate.” 

“Tt is as well,” remarked Terlake ; “ for methinks, my 
fair lord, that we are not the only ones who are waiting a 
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passage to Gascony. Mine eye catches at times a flash 
and sparkle from among yonder houses which assuredly 
never came from shipman’s jacket or the gaberdine of a 


burgher.” 


“T can also see it,” said Alleyne, shading his eyes with 5 


his hand. “And I can 


see men-at-arms in yonder boats 


which ply betwixt the vessel and the shore. But methinks 
that we are very welcome here, for already they come forth 


to meet us.” 
A tumultuous crowd 


of fishermen, citizens, and women 10 


had indeed swarmed out from the northern gate, approached 
them up the side of the moor, waving their hands and 
dancing with joy, as though a great fear had been rolled 


back from their minds. 


At their head rode a very large 


and solemn man with a long chin and a drooping lip. He 


wore a fur tippet round 


15 
his neck and a heavy gold chain 


over it, with a medallion which dangled in front of him. 
The Mayor of Lepe gazed with amazement on the mild 
face and slender frame of the famous warrior. 
“Your pardon, my very gracious lord,” he cried. “ You 20 


see in me the mayor and chief magistrate of the ancient 
and powerful town of Lepe. I bid you very heartily wel- 


come, and the more so as 


you are come at a moment when 


we are sore put to it for means of defence.” 
“Ha!” cried Sir Nigel, pricking up his ears. 25 
“Yes my lord, for the town being very ancient, and 
the walls as old as the town, it follows that they are very 
ancient too. But there is a certain villainous and blood- 


thirsty Norman pirate 


hight Téte-noire, who, with a 


Genoan called Tito Caracci, commonly known as Spade- 30 
beard, hath been a mighty scourge upon these coasts. 
Indeed, my lord, they are very cruel and black-hearted 
men, graceless and ruthless, and if they should come to 


the ancient and powerful town of Lepe, then 
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“Then good-bye to the ancient and powerful town of 
Lepe,” quoth Ford, whose lightness of tongue could at 
times rise above his awe of Sir Nigel. 

The knight, however, was too much intent upon the 

5 matter in hand to give heed to the flippancy of his squire 
“Have you then cause,” he asked, “to think that these 
men are about to venture an attempt upon you?” 

“They have come in two great galleys,” answered the 
mayor, “with two bank of oars on. either side, and great 

10 Store of engines of war and of men-at-arms, At Weymouth 
and at Portland they have murdered and ravished. Yester- 
day morning they were at Cowes, and we saw the smoke 
from the burning crofts. To-day they lie at their ease 
near Freshwater, and we fear much lest they come upon 

15 us and do us a mischief.” 

“ We cannot tarry,” said Sir N igel, riding towards the 
town, with the mayor upon his left side ; “the Prince 
awaits us at Bordeaux, and we may not be behind the 
general muster. Yet I will promise you that on our way 

20 we shall find time to pass Freshwater and to prevail upon 
these rovers to leave you in peace.” 

“We are much beholden to you!” cried the mayor. 
“ But I cannot see, my lord, how, without a war-ship, you 
may venture against these men. With your archers, how- 

25 ever, you might well hold the town and do them great 
scath if they attempt to land.” 

“There is a very proper cog out yonder,” said Sir 
Nigel ; “it would be a very strange thing if any ship were 
not a war-ship when it had such men as these upon ‘her 

30 decks. Certes, we shall do as I say, and that no later than 
this very day.” 

“My lord,” said a rough-haired, dark-faced man, who 
walked by the knight’s other stirrup, with his head sloped 
to catch all that he was saying. “ By your leave, I have 
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no doubt that you are skilled in land fighting and the 
marshalling of lances, but, by my soul! you will find it 
another thing upon the sea. I am the master-shipman of 
this yellow cog, and my name is Goodwin Hawtayne. I 
have sailed since I was as high as this staff, and I have 
fought against these Normans and against the Genoese, as 
well as the Scotch, the Bretons, the Spanish, and the 
Moors. I tell you, sir, that my ship is over light and over 
frail for such work, and it will but end in our having our 
throats cut, or being sold as slaves to the Barbary 
heathen. 

“{ also have experienced one cr two gentle and 
honourable ventures upon the sea,” quoth Sir Nigel, “ and 
I am right blithe to have so fair a task before us. I think, 
good master-shipman, that you and I may win great honour 
in this matter, and I can see very readily that you are a 
brave and stout man.” 

“J like it not,” said the other, sturdily. «And yet 
Goodwin Hawtayne is not the man to stand back when 
his fellows are for pressing forward. By my soul! be it 
sink or swim, I shall turn her beak into Freshwater Bay, 
and if good Master Witherton of Southampton like not 
my handling of his ship, then he may find another master- 
shipman.” 

Leaving the Mayor of Lepe, Sir Nigel led the Company 
straight down to the water's edge, where long lines of flat 
lighters swiftly bore them to their vessel. Horse after 
horse was slung by main force up from the barges, and 
after kicking and plunging in empty air was dropped into 
the deep waist of the yellow cog, where rows of stalls stood 
ready for their safe-keeping. Englishmen in those days 
were skilled and prompt in such matters, for it was not 
so long before that Edward had embarked as many as 
fifty thousand men in the port of Orwell, with their horses 
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and their baggage, all in the space of four-and-twenty 
hours. In the last boat which left the shore the two com- 
manders, Sir Nigel and Sir Oliver Buttesthorn, who had 
joined the Company at Lepe, sat together in the sheets, a 
5 Strange contrast to one another, while under the feet of 
the rowers was a litter of huge stones which Sir Nigel 
had ordered to be carried to the cog. These once aboard, 
the ship set her broad mainsail, purple in colour, with a 
golden St. Christopher bearing Christ upon his shoulder 
io in the centre of it. The breeze blew, the sail filled, over 
heeled the portly vessel, and away she plunged through 
the smooth blue rollers, amid the clang of the minstrels 
on her poop and the shouting of the crowd who fringed 
the yellow beach. 
ts Meanwhile there had been bustle and preparation in all 
parts of the great vessel The archergstood in groups about 
the decks, new-stringing their bows, and testing that they 
were firm at the nocks. Among them moved Aylward and 
other of the older soldiers, with a few whispered words of 
20 precept here and of warning there. 

“Stand to it, my hearts of gold,” said the old bowman, 
as he passed from knot to knot. “ By my hilt! we are in 
luck this journey. Bear in mind the old saying of the 
Company.” 

25 “What is that, Aylward?” cried several, leaning on 
their bows and laughing at him. 

“Tis the master-bowyer’s rede: ‘ Every bow well bent. 
Every shaft well sent. Every stave well nocked. Every 
string well locked.’ There, with that jingle in his head, a 

30 bracer on his left hand, a shooting glove on his right, anda 
farthing’s-worth of wax in his girdle, what more doth a 
bowman need ?” 
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x<VE 
How THE YELLOW CoG MET THE Two Rover GALLEYS 


QUIETLY and promptly the men took their places, lying 
flat upon their faces on the deck, for such was Sir Nigel’s 
order. Near the prow was planted Sir Oliver’s spear, with 
his arms—a boar’s head gules upon a field of gold. Close 
by the stern stood Black Simon with the pennon of 
the house of Loring. In the waist gathered the South- 
ampton mariners, hairy and burly men, with their jerkins 
thrown off, their waists braced tight, swords, mallets, and 
pole-axes in their hands. Their leader, Goodwin Haw- 
tayne, stood upon the poop and talked with Sir Nigel, 
casting his eye up sometimes at the swelling sail, and then 
glancing back at the two seamen who held the tiller. — 

“Pass the word,” said Sir Nigel, “ that no man shall 
stand to arms or draw his bowstring until my trumpeter 
shall sound. It would be well that we should seem to be 
a merchant-ship from Southampton and appear to flee 
from them.” 

“We shall see them anon,” said the master-shipman. 
“Ha! said I not so? There they lie, the water-snakes, in 
Freshwater Bay ; and mark the reek of smoke from yonder 
point, where they have been at their fiendish work. See 
how their shallops pull from the land! They have seen 
us and called their men aboard. Now they draw upon the 
anchor. See them like ants upon the forecastle! They 
stoop and heave like handy shipmen. But, my fair lord, 
I doubt but we have taken in hand more than we can do. 
Each of these ships is a galeasse, and of the largest and 
swiftest make,” 

“T would I had your eyes,” said Sir Nigel, blinking at 
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the pirate galleys. “They seem very gallant ships, and I 
trust that we shall have much pleasance from our meeting 
with them. It would be well to pass the word that we 
should neither give nor take quarter this day. Have you 

5 perchance a priest or friar aboard this ship, Master 
Hawtayne?” 

“No, my fair lord.” 

“ Well, well, it is no great matter for my Company, for 
they were all houseled and shriven ere we left Twynham 

ro Castle ; and Father Christopher of the Priory gave me his 
word that they were as fit to march to heaven as to 
Gascony. But my mind misdoubts me as to these Win- 
chester men who have come with Sir Oliver, for they 
appear to bea very ungodly crew. Pass the word that the 
15 men kneel, and that the under-officers repeat to them the 
. pater, the ave, and the credo.” 

With a clank of arms, the rough archers and seamen 
took to their knees, with bent heads and crossed hands, 
listening to the hoarse mutter from the file-leaders. It 

20 Was strange to mark the hush; so that the lapping of the 
water, the straining of the sail, and the creaking of the 
timbers grew louder of a sudden upon the ear. Many of 
the bowmen had drawn amulets and relics from their 
bosoms, while he who possessed some more than usually 

25 sanctified treasure, passed it down the line of his com- 
rades, that all might kiss and reap the virtue. 

The yellow cog had now shot out from the narrow 
waters of the Solent, and was plunging and rolling on the 
long heave of the open channel. The wind blew freshly 

30 from the east, with a very keen edge to it; and the great 
sail bellied roundly out, laying the vessel over until the 
water hissed beneath her lee bulwarks. Broad and un- 
gainly she floundered from wave to wave, dipping her 
round bows deeply into the blue rollers, and sending the 


THE WHITE COMPANY. 73 


white flakes of foam in a spatter over her decks. On her 
larboard quarter lay the two dark galleys, which had 
already hoisted sail, and were shooting out from Fresh- 
water Bay in swift pursuit, their double line of oars 
giving them a vantage which could not fail to bring them 
up with any vessel which trusted to sails alone. High 
and bluff the English cog; long, black and swift the pirate 
galleys, like two fierce lean wolves which have seen a 
lordly and unsuspecting stag walk past their forest lair. 

“ Shall we turn, my fair lord, or shall we carry on?” 
asked the master-shipman, looking behind him with 
anxious eyes. 

“Nay, we must carry on, and play the part of the 
helpless merchant.” 

“But your pennons? They will see that we have two 
knights with us.” 

“Yet it would not be to a knight’s honour or good 
name to lower his pennon. Let them be, and they will 
think that we are a wine-ship for Gascony, or that we 
bear the wool-bales of some mercer of the Staple. Ma 
foi! but they are very swift! They swoop upon us like 
two goshawks ona heron. Is there not some symbol or 
device upon their sails ? ” 

“That on the right,” said Edricson, appears to have 
the head of an Ethiop upon it.” 

“Tis the badge of Téte-noire, the Norman,” cried a 
seaman-mariner, “I have seen it before when he harried 
us at Winchelsea. He is a wondrous large and strong 
man, with no ruth for man, woman, or beast. They say 


20 


25 


that he hath the strength of six; and, certes, he hath the 30 


crimes of six upon his soul. See, now, to the poor souls 
who swing at either end of Iris yard-arm! i 

At each end of the yard there did indeed hang the 
dark figure of a man, jolting and lurching with hideous 
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jerkings of its limbs at every plunge and swoop of the 
galley. 

“ By St. Paul!” said Sir Nigel, “and by the help of 
St. George and Our Lady, it will be a very strange thing 

5 if our black-headed friend does not himself swing thence 
ere he be many hours older. But what is that upon the 
other galley ?” 

“It is the red cross of Genoa. This Spade-beard is a 
very noted captain, and it is his boast that there are no 

1o Seamen and no archers in the world who can compare with 
those who serve the Doge Boccanegra.” 

“That we shall prove,” said Goodwin Hawtayne ; “ but 
it would be well, ere they close with us, to raise up the 
mantlets and pavises as a screen against their bolts.” He 

(5 Shouted a hoarse order, and his seamen worked swiftly 
and silently, heightening the bulwarks and strengthening 
them. The three ship’s anchors were at Sir Nigel’s com- 
mand carried into the waist, and tied to the mast, with 
twenty feet of cable between, each under the care of four 

20 seamen. Eight others were stationed with leather water- 
bags to quench any fire-arrows which might come aboard, 
while others were sent up the mast, to lie along the yard 
and drop stones or shoot arrows as the occasioned’ served. 

“Let them be supplied with all that is heavy and 

25 weighty in the ship,” said Sir Nigel. 

“Then we must send them up Sir Oliver Buttesthorn,” 
quoth Ford. 

The knight looked at him with a face which struck 
the smile from his lips. “No squire of mine,” he said, 

3o “ shall ever make jest of a belted knight. And yet,” he 
added, his eyes softening, “I know that it is but a boy’s 
mirth, with no sting in it. Yet I should ill do my part 
towards your father if I did not teach you to curb your 
tongue-play.” 
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“They will lay us aboard on either quarter, my lord,’ 
eried the master. “See how they stretch out from each 
other! The Norman hath a mangonel or a trabuch upon 
the forecastle. See, they bend to the levers! They are 
about to loose it.” 5 

“ Aylward,” cried the knight, “ pick your three trustiest 
archers, and see if you cannot do something to hinder their 
aim. Methinks they are within long arrow flight.” 

“ Seventeen score paces,” said the archer, running his 
eye backwards and forwards. “ By my ten finger-bones! 10 
it would be a strange thing if we could not notch a mark 
at that distance. Here, Watkin of Sowley, Arnold, Long 
Williams, let us show the rogues that they have English 
bowmen to deal with,” 

The three archers named stood at the further end of 15 
the poop, balancing themselves with feet widely spread 
and bows drawn, until the heads of the cloth-yard arrows 
were level with the centre of the stave. 

“You are the surer, Watkin,” said Aylward, standing 
by them with shaft upon.string. ‘‘ Do you take the rogue 20 
with the red coif. You two bring down the man with the 
headpiece, and I will hold myself ready if you miss. Ma 
foi! they are about to loose her. Shoot, mes gar¢gons, or 
you will be too late.” 

The throng of pirates had cleared away from the great 25 
wooden catapult, leaving two of their number to discharge 
it. One in a scarlet cap bent over it, steadying the jagged 
rock which was balanced on the spoon-shaped end of the 
long wooden lever. The other held the loop of the rope 
which would release the catch and send the unwieldly 30 
missile hurtling through the air. So for an instant they 
stood, showing hard and clear against the white sail behind 
them. The next, redcap had fallen across the stone with 
an arrow between his ribs; and the other, stuck in the 
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leg and in the throat, was writhing and spluttering upon 
the ground. As he toppled backwards he had loosed the 
spring, and the huge beam of wood, swinging round with 
tremendous force, cast the corpse of his comrade so close 
to the English ship that its mangled and distorted limbs 
grazed their very stern. As to the stone, it glanced off 
obliquely and fell midway between the vessels. A roar 
of cheering and of laughter broke from the rough archers 
and seamen at the sight, answered by a yell of rage from 
their pursuers. 

«“ Lie low, mes enfants,” cried Aylward, motioning with 
his left hand. “They will learn wisdom. They are 
bringing forward shield and mantlet. We shall have 
some pebbles about our ears ere long.” 


XVIL. 
How THE YELLOW CoG FOUGHT THE Two RovER GALLEYS. 


Tue three vessels had been sweeping swiftly westwards, 
the cog still well to the front, although the galleys were 
slowly drawing in upon either quarter. To the left was a 
hard skyline unbroken by a sail. The island already lay 
like a cloud behind them, while right in front was St. 
Alban’s Head, with Portland looming mistily in the 
farthest distance. Alleyne stood by the tiller, looking 
backwards, the fresh wind full in his teeth, the crisp 
winter air tingling on his face and blowing his yellow 
curls from under his bassinet. His cheeks were flushed 
and his eyes shining, for the blood of a hundred fighting 
Saxon ancestors was beginning to stir in his veins. 


“10 
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“ What was that ?” he asked, as a hissing, sharp-drawn 
voice seemed to whisper in his ear. The steersman smiled, 
and pointed with his foot to where a short heavy cross- 
bow quarrel stuck quivering in the boards, At the same / 

5 instant the man stumbled forward upon his knee, and lay 
lifeless upon the deck, a blood-stained feather jutting out 
from his back. As Alleyne stooped to raise him, the air 
seemed to be alive with the sharp zip-zip of the bolts, and 
he could hear them pattering on the deck like apples at a 

10 tree-shaking, 

“Raise two more mantlets by the poop-lanthorn,” said 
Sir Nigel, quietly. 

“And another man to the tiller,” cried the master- 
shipman. 

15 “Keep them in play, Aylward, with ten of your men,” 
the knight continued. “And let ten of Sir Oliver’s bow- 
men do as much for the Genoese. I have rio mind as yet 
to show them how much they have to fear from us.” 

Ten picked shots under Aylward stood in line across 

20 the broad deck, and it was a lesson to the young squires 
who had seen nothing of war to note how orderly and how 
cool were these old soldiers, how quick the command, and 
how prompt the carrying out, ten moving like one. Their 
comrades crouched beneath the bulwarks, with many a 

25rough jest and many a scrap of criticism or advice. 
“Higher, Wat, higher!” «Put thy body into it, Will!” 
“Forget not the wind, Hal!” So ran the muttered 
chorus, while high above it rose the sharp twanging of 
the strings, the hiss of the shafts, and the short « Draw 

30 your arrow! Nick your arrow! Shoot wholly together! ” 
from the master-bowman. 

And now both mangonels were at work from the 
galleys, but so covered and protected that, save at the 
moment of discharge, no glimpse could be caught of them. 
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A huge brown rock from the Genoese sang over their 
heads, and plunged sullenly into the slope of a wave. 
Another from the Norman whizzed into the waist, broke 
the back of a horse, and crashed its way through the side 
of the vessel. Two others, flying together, tore a great 5 
zap in the St. Christopher upon the sail, and brushed three 
of Sir Oliver’s men-at-arms from the forecastle. The 
master-shipman looked at the knight with a troubled 
face. 

“They keep their distance from us,” said he. “Our to 
archery is over good, and they will not close. What 
defence can we make against the stones ?” 

“T think I may trick them,” the knight answered 
cheerfully, and passed his order to the archers. Instantly 
five of them threw up their hands and fell prostrate upon 15 
the deck. One had already been slain by a bolt, so that 
there were but four upon their feet. 

“That should give them heart,” said Sir Nigel, eyeing 
the galleys, which crept along on either side with a slow 
measured swing of their great oars, the water swirling and 20 
foaming under their sharp stems. 

“They still hold aloof,” cried Hawtayne. 

“Then down with two more,” shouted their leader. 
“That will do. Ma foi! but they come to our lure like 
chicks to the fowler. To yourarms, men! The pennon 25 
behind me, and the squires round the pennon. Stand fast 
with the anchors in the waist, and be ready for a cast. 
Now blow out the trumpets, and may God’s benison be 
with the honest men!” 

As he spoke a roar of voices and a roll of drums came 30 
from either galley, and the water was lashed into spray by 
the hurried beat of a hundred oars. Down they swooped, 
one on the right, one on the left, the sides and shrouds 
black with men and bristling with weapons. In heavy 
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clusters they hung upon the forecastle all ready for a 
spring—faces white, faces brown, faces yellow, and faces 
black, fair Norsemen, swarthy Italians, fierce rovers from 
the Levant, and fiery Moors from the Barbary States, of 


5 all hues and countries, and marked solely by the common } 
stamp of a wild-beast ferocity. Rasping up on either 


side, with oars trailing to save them from snapping, they 
poured in a living torrent with horrid yell and shrill 
whoop upon the defenceless merchantman. 

1o But wilder yet was the cry, and shriller still the 
scream, when there rose up from the shadow of those 
silent bulwarks the long lines of the English bowmen, 
and the arrows whizzed in a deadly sleet among the un- 
prepared masses upon the pirate decks. From the higher 

15 Sides of the cog the bowmen could shoot straight down, at 
a range which was so short as to enable a cloth-yard shaft 
to pierce through mail-coats or to transfix a shield, though 
it were an inch thick of toughened wood. One moment 
Alleyne saw the galley’s poop crowded with rushing 

20 figures, waving arms, exultant faces; the next it was 
a blood-smeared shambles, with bodies piled three deep 
upon each other, the living cowering behind the dead 
to shelter themselves from that sudden storm-blast of 
death. On either side the seamen whom Sir Nigel had 

25 chosen for the purpose had cast their anchors over the 
side of the galleys, so that the three vessels, locked in an 
iron grip, lurched heavily forward upon the swell. 

And now set in a fell and fierce fight, one of a thousand 
of which no chronicler has spoken and no poet sung. 

30 Through all the centuries, and over all those southern 
waters, nameless men have fought in nameless places, 
their sole monument a protected coast and an unravaged 
countryside. 

Fore and aft the archers had cleared the galleys’ decks, 
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but from either side the rovers had poured down into the 
waist, where the seamen and bowmen were pushed back 
and so mingled with their foes that it was impossible for 
their comrades above to draw string to help them. It was 
a wild chaos where axe and sword rose and fell, while 
Englishman, Norman, and Italian staggered and reeled on 
a deck which was cumbered with bodies and slippery with 
blood. The clang of blows, the cries of the stricken, the 
short deep shout of the islanders, and the fierce whoops of 
the rovers, rose together in a deafening tumult, while the 
breath of the panting men went up in the wintry air like 
the smoke from a furnace. The giant Téte-noire, towering 
above his fellows and clad from head to foot in plate of 
proof, led on his boarders, waving a huge mace in the air, 
with which he struck to the deck every man who opposed 
him. On the other side, Spade-beard, a dwarf in height, 
but of great breadth of shoulder and length of arm, had 
cut a road almost to the mast, with threescore Genoese 
men-at-arms close at his heels. Between these two formid- 


able assailants the seamen were being slowly wedged more 20 


closely together, until they stood back to back under the 
mast with the rovers raging upon every side of them. 


XVIII. 
How THE YELLOW CoG FOUGHT TO A FINISH. 


But help was close at hand. Sir Oliver Buttesthorn 
with his men-at-arms had swarmed down from the fore- 
castle, while Sir Nigel, with his three squires, Black Simon, 
Aylward, Hordle John, and a score more, threw themselves 
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from the poop and hurled themselves into the thickest of 
the fight. Alleyne, as in duty bound, kept his eyes fixed 
ever‘on his lord and pressed forward close at his heels. 
Often had he heard of Sir Nigel’s prowess and skill with 
5 all knightly weapons, but all the tales that had reached 
his ears fell far short of the real quickness and coolness of 
the man. It was as if a fiend was in him, for he sprang 
here and sprang there, now thrusting and now cutting, 
catching blows on his shield, turning them with his 
to blade, stooping under the swing of an axe, springing 
over the sweep of a sword, so swift and so erratic that 
the man who braced himself for a blow at him might find 
him six paces off ere he could bring it down. Three 
pirates had fallen before him, and he had wounded Spade- 
15 beard in the neck, when the Norman giant sprang at him 
from the side with a slashing blow from his deadly mace. 
Sir Nigel stooped to avoid it, and at the same instant 
turned a thrust from the Genoese swordsman, but, his foot 
slipping in a pool of blood, he fell heavily to the boards. 
20 Alleyne sprang in front of the N orman, but his sword was 
shattered and he himself beaten to the boards by a second 
blow from the ponderous weapon. Ere the pirate chief 
could repeat it, however, John’s iron grip fell upon his 
wrist, and he found that for once he was in the hands of 
254 stronger man than himself. Fiercely he strove to dis- 
engage his weapon, but Hordle John bent his arm slowly 
back until, with a sharp crack, like a breaking stave, it 
turned limp in his grasp, and the mace dropped from the 
nerveless fingers. In vain he tried to pluck it up with 
30 the other hand. Back and back still his foeman bent 
him, until, with a roar of pain and of fury, the giant 
clanged his full length upon the boards, while the glimmer 
of a knife before the bars of his helmet warned him that 
short would be his shrift if he moved, 
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Cowed and disheartened by the loss of their leader, the 
Normans had given back and were now streaming over the 
bulwarks on to their own galley, dropping a dozen at a 
time on to her deck. But the anchor still held them in 
its crooked claw, and Sir Oliver with fifty men was hard 
upon their heels. Now, too, the archers had room to draw 
their bows once more, and great stones from the yard of 
the cog came thundering and crashing among the flying 
rovers. Here and there they rushed with wild screams 
and curses, diving under the sail, crouching behind booms, 
huddling into corners like rabbits when the ferrets are 
upon them, as helpless and as hopeless. They were stern 
days, and if the honest soldier, too poor for a ransom, had 
no prospect of mercy upon the battle-field, what ruth was 
there for sea-robbers, the enemies of human kind, taken 
in the very deed, with proofs of their crimes still swinging 
upon their yard-arm ? 


_ 
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But the fight had taken a new and a strange turn upon » 


the other side. Spade-beard and his men had given slowly 
back, hard pressed by Sir Nigel, Aylward, Black Simon, 
andthe poop-guard. Foot by foot the Italian had retreated, 
his armour running blood at every joint, his shield split, 
his crest shorn, his voice fallen away to a mere gasping 
and croaking. Yet he faced his foemen with dauntless 
courage, dashing in, springing back, sure-footed, steady- 
handed, with a point which seemed to menace three at 
once. Beaten back on to the deck of his own vessel, and 
closely followed by a dozen Englishmen, he disengaged 
himself from them, ran swiftly down the deck, sprang 
back into the cog once more, cut the rope which held the 
anchor, and was back in an instant among his crossbow- 
men. At the same time the Genoese sailors thrust with 
their oars against the side of the cog, and a rapidly widening 
rift appeared between the two vessels. 


30 


84 THE WHITE COMPANY. 


“By St. George!” cried Ford, “we are cut off from 
Sir Nigel.” 

“He is lost,” gasped Terlake. “Come, let us spring 
for it.” The two youths jumped with all their strength 

5 to reach the departing galley. Ford’s feet reached the 
edge of the bulwarks, and his hand clutching a rope he 
swung himself on board. Terlake fell short, crashed in 
among the oars, and bounded off into the sea. Alleyne, 
staggering to the side, was about to hurl himself after 

to him, but Hordle John dragged him back by the girdle. 

‘You can scarce stand, lad, far less jump,” said he. 
“See how the blood drips from your bassinet.” 

“My place is by the flag,” cried Alleyne, vainly 
struggling to break from the other’s hold. 

15 “ Bide here, man. You would need wings ere you could 
reach Sir Nigel's side.” 

The vessels were indeed so far apart now that the 
Genoese could use the full sweep of their oars, and draw 
away rapidly from the cog. 

20 “My God, but it is a noble fight!” shouted big John, 
clapping his hands. “They have cleared the poop, and 
they spring into the waist. Well struck,my lord! Well 
struck, Aylward! See to Black Simon, how he storms 
among the shipmen! But this Spade-beard is a gallant 

25 warrior. He rallies his men upon the forecastle. He 
hath slain an archer. Ha! my lord is upon him. Look 
to it, Alleyne! See to the whirl and glitter of it!” 

“ By Heaven, Sir Nigel is down!” cried the squire. 

“Up!” roared John. “It was but a feint. He bears 

30 him back. He drives him to the side. Ah, by Our Lady, 
his sword is through him! They cry for mercy. Down 
goes the red cross, and up springs Simon with the scarlet 
roses !”’ 

The death of the Genoese leader did indeed bring the 
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resistance to anend. Amida thunder of cheering from cog 
and from galleys the forked pennon fluttered upon the 
forecastle, and the galley, sweeping round, came slowly 
back, as the slaves who rowed it learned the wishes of their 
new masters. 

The two knights had come aboard the cog, and the 
grapplings having been thrown off, the three vessels now 
moved abreast. Through all the storm and rush of the 
fight Alleyne had been aware of the voice of Goodwin 
Hawtayne, the master-shipman, with his constant “ Hale 
the bowline! Veer the sheet!” and strange it was to him 
to see how swiftly the blood-stained sailors turned from 
the strife to the ropes and back. Now the cog’s head was 
turned Francewards, and the shipman walked the deck, a 
peaceful master-mariner once more. 

“There is sad scath done to the cog, Sir Nigel,” said 
he. “Here is a hole in the side two ells across, the sail 
split through the centre, and the wood as bare as @ 
friar’s poll. In good sooth, I know not what I shall 
say to Master Witherton when I see the Itchen once 
more.” 

“By St. Paul! it would be a very sorry thing if we 
suffered you to be the worse for this day’s work,” said Sir 
Nigel. “You shall take these galleys back with you, and 
Master Witherton may sell them. Then from the monies 
he shall take as much as may make good the damage, and 
the rest he shall keep until our home-coming, when every 
man shall have his share. But how fares it with you, 
Edricson ?” 

“Tt is nothing, my fair lord,” said Alleyne, who had 
now loosened his bassinet, which was cracked across by 
the Norman’s blow. Even as he spoke, however, his head 
swirled round, and he fell to the deck with the blood 
gushing from his nose and mouth. 


30 


86 THE WHITE COMPANY. 


“He will come to anon,” said the knight, stooping over 
him and passing his fingers through his hair. “I have 
lost one very valiant and gentle squire this day. I 
can ill afford to lose another. How many men have 

5 fallen?” 

“T have pricked off the tally,” said Aylward, who had 
come aboard with his lord. “There are seven of the Win- 
chester men, eleven seamen, your squire, young Master 
Terlake, and nine archers ;” i 

1o ~=>- “‘ And of the others ?” 

“They are all dead—save only the Norman knight who 
stands behind you. What would you that we should do 
with him ?” 

“He must hang on his own yard,” said Sir Nigel. “It 

15 Was my vow, and must be done.” 

The pirate leader had stood by the bulwarks, a cord 
round his arms, and two stout archers on either side. At 
Sir Nigel’s words he started violently, and his swarthy 
features blanched to a livid grey. 

20 “How, Sir Knight?” he cried in broken English. 
“Que dites-vous? To hang, Ia mort du chien! To 
hang!” 

“It is my vow,” said Sir Nigel, shortly. “From what 
I hear, you thought little enough of hanging others.” 

25 “ Peasants, base roturiers,” cried the other. “It is their 
fitting death. Mais Le Seigneur d’Andelys, avec le sang 
des rois dans ses veines! C'est incroyable! ” 

Sir Nigel turned upon his heel, while two seamen cast 
a noose over the pirate’s neck. At the touch of the cord 

30 he snapped the bonds which bound him, dashed one of the 
archers to the deck, and, seizing the other round the waist, 
sprang with him into the sea. 

“By my hilt, he is gone!” cried Aylward ; rushing to 
the side. “They have sunk together like a stone.” 
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“T am right glad of it,” answered Sir Nigel; “for 
though it was against my vow to loose him, I deem that 
he has carried himself like a very gentle and débonnaire 
cavalier.” 


beh. 
How THE YELLOW CoG cROSsSED THE BAR OF GIRONDE. 


5 For two days the yellow cog ran swiftly before a north- 
easterly wind, and on the dawn of the third the high land 
of Ushant lay like a mist upon the shimmering sky-line. 
There came a plump of rain towards mid-day and the 
breeze died down, but it freshened again before nightfall, 

1o and Goodwin Hawtayne veered his sheet and held her head 
for the south. Next morning they had passed Belle Isle. 
and ran through the midst of a fleet of transports returning 

_ from Guienne. 

That evening a great dun-coloured cloud banked up ip 

15 the west, and an anxious man was Goodwin Hawtayne, for 
a third part of his crew had been slain and half of the 
remainder were aboard the galleys, so that, with an injured 
ship, he was little fit to meet such a storm as sweeps over 
those waters. All night it blew in short fitful puffs, heel- 
2zoing the great cog over until the water curled over her 
lee bulwarks. As the wind still freshened the yard was 
lowered halfway down the mast in the morning. Alleyne, 
wretchedly ill and weak, with his head still ringing from 
the blow which he had received, crawled up upon deck. 
25 Waterswept and aslant, it was preferable to the noisome 
rat-haunted dungeons which served as cabins, There, 
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clinging to the stout halliards of the sheet, he gazed with 
amazement at the long lines of black waves, each with its 
curling ridge of foam, racing in endless succession from 
out the inexhaustible west. A huge sombre cloud, flecked 
with livid blotches, stretched over the whole seaward Sky- 5 
line, with long ragged streamers whirled out in front of it. 
Far behind them the two galleys laboured heavily, now 
sinking between the rollers until their yards were level 
with the waves, and again shooting up with a reeling 
scooping motion until every spar and rope stood out hard 10 
against the sky. On the left the low-lying land stretched 
in a dim haze, rising here and there into a darker blur 
which marked the higher capes and headlands. The land 
of France! Alleyne’s eyes shone as he gazed upon it. The 
land of France !—the very words sounded as the call of a 15 
bugle in the ears of the youth of England. The land where 
their fathers had bled, the home of chivalry and of knightly 
deeds, the country of gallant men, of courtly women, of 
princely buildings, of the wise, the polished and the sainted. 
There it.lay, so still and grey beneath the drifting wrack 20 
__the home of things noble and of things shameful—the 
theatre where a new name might be made or an old one 
marred. From his bosom to his lips came the crumpled 
veil that the Lady Maude had given him on the day of 
his departure, and he breathed a vow that if valour and 25 
goodwill could raise him to his lady’s side, then death 
alone should hold him back from her. His thoughts were 
still in the woods of Minstead and the old armoury of 
Twynham Castle, when the hoarse voice of the master- 
shipman brought them back once more to the Bay of 30 
Biscay. 

“What is amiss?” asked Alleyne, for the man's words 
were as gusty as the weather. 
“Amiss, quotha? Here am I with but half my 
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mariners, and a hole in the ship, big enough to fit the fat 
widow of Northam through. It is well enough on this 
tack, but I would have you tell me what I am to do on 
the other. We are like to have salt water upon us until 

5 we be found pickled like the herrings in an Easterling’s 
barrels.” 

“Can I be of avail?” asked Alleyne. “Say the word 
and the thing is done, if two hands may do it.” 

“Nay, nay, your head I can see is still totty, and i’ 

10 faith little head would you have, had your bassinet not 
stood your friend. All that may be done is already carried 
out, for we fi 

At this instant a startled shout rang out from two 
seaman upon the forecastle. “Rocks!” they yelled, 

15 Stabbing into the air with their forefingers, “rocks beneath 
our very bows!” Through the belly of a great black wave, 
not one hundred paces to the front of them, there thrust 
forth a huge jagged mass of brown stone, which spouted 
spray as though it were some crouching monster, while a 

20 dull menacing boom and roar filled the air. 

“Yare! yare!” screamed Goodwin Hawtayne, flinging 
himself upon the long pole which served as a tiller. 
“Cut the halliard! Haul her over! Lay her two courses 
to the wind!” 

25 Over swung the great boom, and the cog trembled and 
quivered within five spear-lengths of the breakers, 

“We draw! We draw! cried Hawtayne, with his 
eyes still fixed upon the foam which hissed under the 
very bulge of the side. “Ah, Holy Mother, be with us 

30 now!” 

As he spoke the cog rasped along the edge of the reef, 
and a long white curling sheet of wood was planed off from 
her side from waist to poop by a jatting horn of the rock, 
At the same instant she lay suddenly over, the sail drew 
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full, and she plunged seawards amid the shoutings of the 
seamen and the archers. 

“The Virgin be praised!” cried the shipman, wiping 
his brow. “For this shall bell swing and candle burn 
when I see Southampton Water once more. Cheerily, my 
hearts! Pull yarely on the bowline!” 

“ Good Master Hawtayne,” cried the boatswain, rushing 
aft, “the water comes in upon us apace. The waves have 
driven in the sail wherewith we tried to stop the hole.” 
As he spoke the seamen came swarming on to the poop 
and the forecastle to avoid the torrent which poured through 
the huge leak into the waist. High above the roar of the 
wind and the clash of the sea rose the shrill half-human 
eries of the horses, as they found the water rising rapidly 
around them. 

“Stop it from without!” cried Hawtayne, seizing the 
end of the wet sail with which the gap had been plugged. 


“Speedily, my hearts, or we are gone!” Swiftly they rove 


ropes to the corners, and then, rushing forward to the bows 
they lowered them under the keel, and drew them tight in 
such a way that the sail should cover the outer face of the 
gap. The force of the rush of water was checked by this 
obstacle, but it still squirted plentifully from every side of 
it. The cog lay lower in the water and the waves splashed 
freely over the weather bulwark. 

“T fear that we can scarce bide upon this tack,” 
eried Hawtayne; “and yet the other will drive us on the 
rocks.” 

“Might we not haul down sail and wait for better 
times?” suggested Sir Nigel. 

“Nay, we should drift upon the rocks. Thirty 
years have I been on the sea, and never yet in greater 
straits. | 

The wrack had thickened to seaward, and the coast 
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was but a blurred line. Two vague shadows in the offing 
showed where the galeasses rolled and tossed upon the 
great Atlantic rollers. Hawtayne looked wistfully in 
their direction. 

5  “Ifthey would but lie closer we might find safety, even 
should the cog founder. You will bear me out with good 
Master Witherton of Southampton that I have done all 
that a shipman might. It would be well that you should 
doff camail and greaves, Sir Nigel, for, by the black rood, 

1o it is like enough that we shall have to swim for it.” 

“Nay,” said the little knight, “it would be scarce 
fitting that a cavalier should throw off his harness for the 
fear of every puff of wind and puddle of water. I would 
rather that my Company should gather round me here on 

15 the poop, where we might abide together whatever God 
may be pleased to send. But, certes, Master Hawtayne, 
for all that my sight is none of the best, it is not the first 
time that I have seen that headland upon the left.” 

The seaman shaded his eyes with his hand, and gazed 

20 earnestly through the haze and spray. Suddenly he threw 
up his arms, and shouted aloud in his joy. 

“°Tis the Point of La Tremblade!” he cried. “I had 
not thought that we were as far as Oléron. The Gironde 
lies before us, and once over the bar, and under shelter of 

25 the Tour de Cordouan, all will be well with us. Veer 
again, my hearts, and bring her to try with the main 
course !” 

The sail swung round once more, and the cog, battered 
and torn and well-nigh water-logged, staggered in for this 

30 haven of refuge. A bluff cape to the north and a long 
spit to the south marked the mouth of the noble river, 
with a low-lying island of silted sand in the centre, all 
shrouded and curtained by the spume of the breakers. A 
line of broken water traced the dangerous bar, which in 
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clear day and balmy weather has cracked the back of 
many a tall ship. 

“There is a channel,” said Hawtayne, which was 
shown to me by the prince’s own pilot. Mark yonder 
tree upon the bank, and see the tower which rises behind 5 
it. If these two be held in a line, even as we hold them 
now, it may be done, though our ship draws two good ells 
more than when she put forth.” “I pray you that you will 
order the Company to he down, cried Hawtayne, who 
had taken the tiller and was gazing ahead with a fixed 10 
eye. “In three minutes we shall either be lost or in 
safety.” 

Archers and seamen lay flat upon the deck, waiting 
in stolid silence for whatever fate might come. Hawtayne 
bent his weight upon the tiller, and crouched to see under 15 
the bellying sail. Sir Oliver and Sir Nigel stood erect 
with hands crossed in front of the poop. Down swooped 
the great cog into the narrow channel which was the 
portal to safety. On either bow roared the shallow bar. 
Right ahead one small lane of black swirling water marked 20 
the pilot’s course. But true was the eye and firm the . 
hand which guided. A dull scraping came from beneath, 
the vessel quivered and shook, at the waist, at the quarter, 
and behind sounded that grim roaring of the waters, and 
with a plunge the yellow cog was over the bar and speed- 25 
ing swiftly up the broad and tranquil estuary of the 
Gironde. 
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XX. 


ow ALLEYNE’S SAXON BLOOD WAS ROUSED. 


a 


[Once safely landed at Bordeaux the two knights, Sir Nigel 
and Sir Oliver hastened to pay their respects to the Black Prince 
who was then holding his Court in that city. They had not been 
long in the Hall of St. Andrew’s when they were recognized by the 

5 veteran warrior Sir John Chandos who at once conducted them to 
the Prince, from whom they received a warm welcome. While the 
knights were in the Prince’s reception-room, Alleyne and Ford 
remained in the outer hall, where they found themselves in the 
company of a number of other young squires. Sharp words soon 

10 began to be bandied to and fro, and being a lad of high mettle, 
Alleyne quickly found himself drawn into a quarrel by the insult- 
ing behaviour of a squire, John Tranter by name.] 


A Buzz of excitement went up from the knot of squires as 
Alleyne, his gentle nature turned by this causeless attack 
15 into fiery resolution, dashed his glove with all his strength 
into the sneering face of his antagonist. From all parts 
of the hall squires and pages came running, until a dense 
swaying crowd surrounded the disputants. 
“ Your life for this!” said the bully, with a face which 
20 was distorted with rage. 
“Tf you can take it,” returned Alleyne. 
“Good lad!” whispered Ford. “Stick to it close as 
wax.” 
“T shall see justice,” cried Norbury, Sir Oliver's silent 
25 attendant. 
“You brought it upon yourself, John Tranter,” said 
a tall squire, who had been addressed as Roger Harcomb, 
“You must ever plague the new-comers. But it were 
shame if this went further. The lad hath shown a proper 
3° spirit.” 
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“But a blow! a blow!” cried several of the older 
squires. “There must be a finish to this.” 

“Nay; Tranter first laid hand upon his head,” said 
Harecomb. “How say you, Tranter. The matter may 
rest where it stands ?” 5 

“My name is known in these parts,” said Tranter, 
proudly. “I can let pass what might leave a stain upon 
another. Let him pick up his glove and say that he has 
done amiss.” 

“ You hear, young sir?” said the peacemaker. “Our 10 
friend will overlook the matter if you do but say that you 
have acted in heat and haste.” 

“T cannot say that,” answered Alleyne. 

“Tt is our custom, young sir, when new squires come 
amongst us from England, to test them in some such way. 15 
Bethink you that if a man have a destrier or a new lance 
he wili ever try it in time of peace, lest in days of need it 
may fail him. How much more then is it proper to test 
those who are our comrades in arms ? ” 

“JT should draw out if it may honourably be done,” 20 
murmured Norbury in Alleyne’s ear. “The man is a 
noted swordsman and far above your strength.” 

Edricson came, however, of that sturdy Saxon blood 
which is very slowly heated, but once up not easily to be 
cooled. The hint of danger which Norbury threw out was 2. 
the one thing needed to harden his resolution. 

“T came here at the back of my master,” he said, 

“and I looked on every man here as an Englishman and 

a friend. This gentleman hath shown me a rough wel- 
come, and if I have answered him in the same spirit he 40 
has but himself to thank. I will pick the glove up; but, 
certes, I shall abide what I have done unless he first crave 
my pardon for what he hath said and done.” 

Tranter shrugged his shoulders. “You have done 
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what you could to save him, Harcomb,” said he. ‘ We 
had best settle at once.” 

“So say I,” cried Alleyne. 

“The council will not break up until the banquet,” 

5 remarked a grey-haired squire. “You have a clear two 
hours.” 

“ And the place ?”’ 

“The tilting-yard is empty at this hour.” 

“Nay; it must not be within the grounds of the court, 

10 or it may go hard with all concerned if it come to the ears 
of the prince.” 

“But there is a quiet spot near the river,” said one 
youth. “We have but to pass through the abbey grounds, 
along the armoury wall, past the church of St. Remi, and 

15 so down the Rue des Apétres.” 

Close to the bank of the Garonne there lay a little 
tract of green sward, with the high wall of a prior’s garden 
upon one side and an orchard with a thick bristle of leaf- 
less apple-trees upon the other. The river ran deep and 

20 swift up to the steep bank; but there were few boats 
upon it, and the ships were moored far out in the centre 
of the stream. Here the two combatants drew their 
swords and threw off their doublets, for neither had any 
defensive armour. A strangely opposed pair they appeared 

25 as they approached each other: Tranter dark and stout 
and stiff, with hairy chest and corded arms; Alleyne a 
model of comeliness and grace, with his golden hair and 
his skin as fair as awoman’s. An unequal fight it seemed 
to most; but there were a few, and they the most ex- 

30 perienced, who saw something in the youth’s steady grey 
eye and wary step which left the issue open to doubt. 

“Hold, sirs, hold!” cried Norbury, ere blow had been 
struck. “This gentleman hath a two-handed sword, a 
good foot longer than that of our-friend.” 
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“Take mine, Alleyne!” said Ford. 

“ Nay, friends,” he answered, “ I understand the weight 
and balance of mine own. ‘To work, sir, for our lord may 
need us at the abbey!” 

Tranter’s great sword was indeed a mighty vantage in 
his favour. He stood with his feet close together, his 
knees bent outwards, ready for a dash inwards or a spring 
out. The weapon he held straight up in front of him with 
blade erect, so that he might either bring it down with a 
swinging blow, or by a turn of the heavy blade he might 
guard his own headand body. A further protection lay in 
the broad and powerful guard which crossed the hilt, and 
which was furnished with a deep and narrow notch, in 
which an expert swordsman might catch his foeman’s 
blade, and by a quick turn of his wrist might snap it 
across. Alleyne, on the other hand, must trust for his 
defence to his quick eye and active foot—for his sword, 
though keen as a whetstone could make it, was of a light 
and graceful build, with a narrow sloping pommel and 
a tapering steel. 

Tranter well knew his advantage and lost little time 
in putting it to use. As his opponent walked towards 
him he suddenly bounded forward and sent in a whistling 
cut which would have severed the other in twain had he 
not sprung lightly back from it. So close was it that 
the point ripped a gash in the jutting edge of his linen 
cyclas. Quick as a panther, Alleyne sprang in with a 
thrust, but Tranter, who was as active as he was strong, 
had already recovered himself and turned it aside with a 
movement of his heavy blade. Again he whizzed in a blow 
which made the spectators hold their breath, and again 
Alleyne very quickly and swiftly slipped from under it, 
and sent back two lightning thrusts which the other could 
scarce parry So close were they to each other that 
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Alleyne had no time to spring back from the next cut, 
which beat down his sword and grazed his forehead, send- 
ing the blood streaming into his eyes and down his cheeks. 
He sprang out beyond sword sweep, and the pair stood 

5 breathing heavily, while the crowd of young squires 
buzzed their applause. 

“Bravely struck on both sides!” called Roger Har- 
comb. “You have both won honour from this meeting, 
and it would be sin and shame to let it go further.” 

10 “You have done enough, Edricson,” said Norbury. 

“You have carried yourself well,” cried several of the 
older squires. 

“For my part, I have no wish to slay this young man,” 
said Tranter, wiping his heated brow. 


15 “Does this gentleman crave my pardon for having used 
me despitefully ?” asked Alleyne. 
“Nay, not I.” 


“Then stand on your guard, sir!” With a clatter and 
clash the two blades met once more, Alleyne pressing in 
20 so as to keep within the full sweep of the heavy blade, 
while Tranter as continually sprang back to have space 
for one of his fatal cuts. A three-parts parried blow 
drew blood from Alleyne’s left shoulder, but at the same 
moment he wounded Tranter slightly upon the thigh. 
25 Next instant, however, his blade had slipped into the 
fatal notch, there was a sharp cracking sound with a 
tinkling upon the ground, and he found a splintered piece 
of steel fifteen inches long was all that remained to him 
of his weapon. 
30 ~«©6 “ Your life is in my hands!” cried Tranter, with a 
bitter smile. 
“Nay, nay, he makes submission!” broke in several 
squires. 
“ Another sword!” cried Ford, 
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“Nay, sir,” said Harcomb, “ that is not the custom.” 

“Throw down your hilt, Edricson,” cried Norbury. 

“Never!” said Alleyne. “Do you crave my pardon, 
sir?” 

“ You are mad to ask it.” 5 

“Then on guard again!” cried the young squire, and 
sprang in with a fire and a fury which more than made up 
for the shortness of his weapon. It had not escaped him 
that his opponent was breathing in short hoarse gasps, like 
a man who is dizzy with fatigue. Now was the time for 10 
the purer living and the more agile limb to show their 
value. Back and back gave Tranter, ever seeking time 
for a last cut. On and on came Alleyne, his jagged point 
now at his foeman’s face, now at his throat, now at his 
chest, still stabbing and thrusting to pass the line of steel 15 
which covered him. Yet his experienced foeman knew 
well that such efforts could not be long sustained. Let 
him relax for one instant and his death-blow had come. 
Relax he must! Flesh and blood could not stand the 
strain. Already the thrusts were less fierce, the foot less 
ready, although there was no abatement of the spirit in 
the steady grey eyes. Tranter, cunning and wary from 
years of fighting, knew that his chance had come. He 
brushed aside the frail weapon which was opposed to 
him, whirled up his great blade, sprang back to get 25 
the fairer sweep—and vanished into the waters of the 
Garonne. 
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XXTI. 


How ALLEYNE WON HIS PLACE IN AN HONOURABLE 
GUILD. 


So intent had the squires, both combatants and spec- 
tators, been on the matter in hand, that all thought of 
the steep bank and swift still stream had gone from their 
minds. It was not until Tranter, giving back before the 
other's fiery rush, was upon the very brink, that a general 
cry warned him of his danger. That last spring, which he 
hoped would have brought the fight to a bloody end, 
carried him clear of the edge, and he found himself in 
an instant eight feet deep in the ice-cold stream. Once 
and twice his gasping face and clutching fingers broke 
up through the still green water, sweeping outwards in 
the swirl of the current. In vain were sword-sheaths, 
apple branches, and belts linked together, thrown out 
to him by his companions. Alleyne had dropped his 
shattered sword and was standing, trembling in every 
limb, with his rage all changed in an instant to pity. 
For the third time the drowning man came to the surface, 
his hands full of green slimy water-plants, his eyes turned 
in despair to the shore. Their glance fell upon Alleyne, 
and he could not withstand the mute appeal which he 
read in them. In an instant he, too, was in the Garonne, 
striking out with powerful strokes for his late foeman. 
Yet the current was swift and strong, and, good 
swimmer as he was, it was no easy task which Alleyne 
had set himself. To clutch at Tranter and to seize him 
by the hair was the work of a few seconds, but to hold 
his head above water and to make their way out of the 
current was another matter. For a hundred strokes he 
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did not seem to gain an inch. Then at last, amid a shout 
of joy and praise from the bank, they slowly drew clear 
into more stagnant water, at the instant that a rope, made 
of a dozen sword-belts linked together by the buckles, was 
thrown by Ford into their very hands. Three pulls from 
eager arms, and the two combatants, dripping and pale, 
were dragged up the bank, and lay panting upon the 
grass. . 

John Tranter was the first to come to himself, for, 
although he had been longer in the water, he had done 
nothing during that fierce battle with the current. He 
staggered to his feet and looked down upon his rescuer, 
who had raised himself upon his elbow, and was smiling 
faintly at the buzz of congratulation and of praise which 
broke from the squires around him. 

“IT am much beholden to you, sir,’ said Tranter, 
though in no very friendly voice. “ Certes, I should have 
been in the river now but for you, for I was born in 
Warwickshire, which is but a dry county, and there are 
few who swim in those parts.” 

“T ask no thanks,” Alleyne answered shortly. “Give 
me your hand to rise, Ford.” 

“The river has been my enemy,” said Tranter, “ but 
it hath been a good friend to you, for it hath saved your 
life this day.” 

“That is as it may be,” returned Alleyne. 

“ But all is now well over,” quoth Harcomb, “and no 
seath come of it, which is more than I had at one time 
hoped for. Our young friend here hath very fairly and 
honestly earned his right to be craftsman of the Honourable 
Guild of the Squires of Bordeaux. Here is your doublet, 
Tranter.” 

“ Alas for my poor sword which lies at the bottom ot 
the Garonne!” said the squire. 
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“Here is your pourpoint, Edricson,” cried Norbury. 
“Throw it over your shoulders, that you may have at 
least one dry garment.” 

“ And now away back to the abbey,” said several. 

5 “One moment, sirs,” cried Alleyne, who was leaning 
on Ford’s shoulder, with the broken sword, which he had 
picked up, still clutched in his right hand. “My ears 
may be somewhat dulled by the water, and perchance 
what has been said has escaped me, but I have not yet 

ro heard this gentleman crave pardon for the insult which 
he put upon me in the hall.” 

“What! do you still pursue the quarrel?” asked 
Tranter. 

“And why not, sir? I am slow to take up such 

15 things, but once afoot I shall follow it while I have life 
or breath.” 

“Ma foi! you have not too much of either, for you are 
as white as marble,” said Harcomb, bluntly. “Take my 
rede, sir, and let it drop, for you have come very well out 

20 from it.” 

“Nay,” said Alleyne, “this quarrel is none of my 
making, but, now that I am here, I swear to you that I 
shall never leave this spot until I have that which I have 
come for: so ask my pardon, sir, or choose another glaive 

25 and to it again.” 

The young squire was deadly white from his exertions, 
both on the land and in the water. Soaking and stained, 
with a smear of blood on his white shoulder, and another 
on his brow, there was still in his whole pose and set of 

30 face the trace of an inflexible resolution. His opponent’s 
duller and more material mind quailed before the fire and 
intensity of a higher spiritual nature. 

“T had not thought that you had taken it so amiss,” 
said he, awkwardly. “It was but such a jest as we play 
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upon each other, and, if you must have it so, I am sorry 
for it.” 

“Then I am sorry too,” quoth Alleyne, warmly, “and 
here is my hand upon it.” 

“And the none-meat horn has blown three times,” 5 
quoth Harcomb, as they all streamed in chattering groups 
from the ground. “By my troth! master Ford, your 
friend here is in need of a cup of wine, for he hath drunk 
deeply of Garonne water. I had not thought from his fair 
face that he had stood to this matter so shrewdly.” 10 

“Faith,” said Ford, “this air of Bordeaux hath turned 
our turtle-dove into a game-cock. A milder or more 
courteous youth never came out of Hampshire.” 

“His master also, as I understand, is a very mild and 
courteous gentleman,” remarked Harcomb; “yet I do not 15 
think that they are either of them men with whom it 1s 
very safe to trifle.” 


XXII. 
How ENGLAND HELD THE LISTS AT BORDEAUX. 


[Great excitement was caused among the good burghers of 
Bordeaux by the announcement that on the third Wednesday in 
Advent a tournament was to be held at which five knights of 20 
England would hold the lists against all comers. The fame of the 
Black Prince and the brilliancy of his court had drawn knights 
from every part of Europe, so that it was no easy task to choose 
five champions on either side. 


Ir was, indeed, an enormous crowd which covered the 25 
whole vast plain from the line of vineyards to the river 
bank. From the northern gate the prince and his 
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companions looked down at a dark sea of heads, brightened 
here and there by the coloured hoods of the women or by 
the sparkling head-pieces of archers and men-at-arms. In 
the centre of this vast assemblage the lists seemed but 
5a narrow strip of green marked out with banners and 


streamers, while a gleam of white with 
a flutter of pennons at either end 
showed where the marquees were 
pitched, which served as the dressing- 


1orooms of the combatants. A path . 


had been staked off from the city gate 
to the stands, which had been erected 
for the court and the nobility. Down 
this, amid the shouts of the enormous 
15 multitude, the prince cantered with 
his two attendant kings, his high 
officers of state, and his long train of 
lords and ladies, courtiers, counsellors, 
and soldiers, with toss of plume and 
20 flash of jewel, sheen of silk and* glint 
of gola—as rich and gallant a show as 
heart could wish. The head of the 
cavaleade had reached the lists ere the 
rear had come clear of the city gate, 
25 for the fairest and the bravest had 
assembled from all the broads lands 
which are watered by the Dordogne 
and the Garonne. Slowly the long 
and glittering train wound into the 


EDWARD, THE BLACK 
PRINCE, 


30 lists, until every horse had been tethered by the varlets 


In waiting, 


and every lord and lady seated in the long 


stands which stretched, rich in tapestry and velvet and 
blazoned arms, on either side of the centre of the arena. 
The English archers and men-at-arms had mustered at 


+. 


—™~ 


THE WHITE COMPANY. 105 


that end of the lists, but the vast majority of the spectators 
were in favour of the attacking party, for the English had 
declined in popularity ever since the bitter dispute as to the 
disposal of the royal captive after the battle of Poictiers. 
Hence the applause was by no means general when the 5 
herald-at-arms proclaimed, after a flourish of trumpets, the 
names and styles of the knights who were prepared, for 
the honour of their country and for the love of their ladies, 
to hold the field against all who might do them the favour 
to run a course with them. On the other hand, a deafen- 10 
ing burst of cheering greeted the rival herald, who, ad- 
vaneing from the other end of the lists, rolled forth the 
well-known titles of the five famous warriors who had 
accepted the defiance. 

“ Faith, John,” said the prince, “it sounds as though 15 
our friends on this side will not grieve if our English 
champions lose the day.” 

“It may be so, sire,” was the answer. “I have little 
doubt that in Smithfield or at Windsor an English crowd 
would favour their own countrymen.” 20 

“By my faith!” that’s easily seen,” said the prince, 
laughing, “for a few score English archers at yonder end 
are bellowing as though they would outshout the mighty 
multitude. I fear that they will have little to shout over 
this tourney, for my gold vase has smail prospect of 25 
crossing the water. What are the conditions, John ?” 

“They are to tilt singly not less than three courses, 
sire, and the victory to rest with that party which shall 
have won the greater number of courses, each pair con- 
tinuing till one or other have the vantage. He who 3e 
carries himself best of the victors hath the prize, and he 
who is judged best of the other party hath a jewelled clasp. 
Shall I order the signal to be sounded, sire ?” 

The prince nodded, and the trumpets rang out, while 
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the champions rode forth one after the other, each meeting 
his opponent in the centre of the lists. Sir William 
Beauchamp went down before the practised lance of the 
Captal de Buch, Sir Thomas Perey won the vantage over 

;the Lord of Mucident, and the Lord Audley struck Sir 
Perducas d’Albret from the saddle. The burly De Clisson, 
however, restored the hopes of the attackers by beating to 
the ground Sir Thomas Wake of Yorkshire. So far, there 
was little to choose betwixt challengers and challenged. 

io “Who comes next for England, John?” asked the 
prince, in a voice which quivered with excitement. 

“Sir Nigel Loring of Hampshire, sire.” 
“Ha! he is a man of good courage, and skilled in the 
use of all weapons.” 

15 “He is indeed, sire. But his eyes, like my own, are 
the worse for the wars. Yet he can tilt or play his part 
at handstrokes as merrily as ever. It was he, sire, who 
won the golden crown which Queen Philippa, your royal 
mother, gave to be jousted for by all the knights of 

20 England after the harrying of Calais. I have heard that 
at Twynham Castle there is a buffet which groans beneath 
the weight of his prizes.” 

“T pray that my vase may join them,” said the prince. 
“But here is the cavalier of Germany, and, by my soul! 

25 he looks like a man of great valour and hardiness. Let 
them run their full three courses, for the issue is over- 
great to hang upon one.” 

As the prince spoke, amid a loud flourish of trumpets 
and the shouting of the Gascon party, the last of the 

30 assailants rode gallantly into the lists. He was a man 
of great size, clad in black armour without blazonry or 
ornament of any kind, for all worldly display was for- 
bidden by the rules of the military brotherhood to which 
he belonged. No plume fluttered from his plain tilting 
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salade, and even his lance was devoid of the customary 
banderole. A white mantle fluttered behind him, upon 
the left side of which was marked the broad black cross 
picked out with silver which was the well-known badge 
of the Teutonic Order. Mounted upon a horse as black and 
as forbidding as himself, he cantered slowly forward, with 
none of those prancings and gambades with which a cavalier 
was accustomed to show his command over his charger. 
Gravely and sternly he inclined his head to the prince, 
and took his place at the further end of the arena. 

He had scarce done so before Sir Nigel rode out from 
the holders’ enclosure, and galloping at full speed down 
the lists, drew his charger up before the prince’s stand 
with a jerk which threw it back upon its haunches. 


With white armour, blazoned shield, and plume of 15 


ostrich-feathers from his helmet, he carried himself in 
so jaunty and joyous a fashion, with tossing pennon and 
curveting charger, that a shout of applause ran the full 
circle of the area. With the air of a man who hastes to 
a joyous festival, he waved his lance in salute, and reining 
the pawing horse round without permitting its fore-feet 
to touch the ground, he hastened back to his station. 

A great hush fell over the huge multitude as the last 
two champions faced each other, A double issue seemed 
to rest upon their contest, for their personal fame was at 
stake as well as their party’s honour. Both were famous 
warriors, but as their exploits had been performed in widely 
sundered countries, they had never before been able to 
cross lances. A course between such men would have 
been enough in itself to cause the keenest interest, apart 
from its being the crisis which would decide who should 
be the victors of the day. For a moment they waited— 
the German sombre and collected, Sir Nigel quivering in 
every fibre with eagerness and fiery resolution, Then. 
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amid a long-drawn breath from the spectators, the glove 
fell from the marshal’s hand, and the two steel-clad horse- 
men met like a thunder-clap in front of the royal stand. The 
German, though he reeled for an instant before the thrust 
of the Englishman, struck his opponent so fairly upon the 
vizor that the laces burst, the plumed helmet flew to 
pieces, and Sir Nigel galloped on down the list with 
his bald head shimmering in the sunshine. A thousand 
waving scarves and tossing caps announced that the first 
bout had fallen to the popular party. 10 

The Hampshire knight was not a man to be dis- 
heartened by a reverse. He spurred back to his pavilion, 
and was out in a few instants with another helmet. The 
second course was so equal that the keenest judges could 
not discern any vantage. Each struck fire from the other’s 15 
shield, and each endured the jarring shock as though 
welded to the horse beneath him. In the final bout, how- 
ever, Sir Nigel struck his opponent with so true an aim 
that the point of the lance caught between the bars of 
his vizor and tore the front of his helmet out, while the 
German, aiming somewhat low, and half stunned by the 
shock, had the misfortune to strike his adversary upon 
the thigh, a breach of the rules of the tilting-yard, by 
which he not only sacrificed his chances of success, but 
would also have forfeited his horse and his armour, had 25 
the English knight chosen to claim them. A roar of 
applause from the English soldiers, with an ominous 
silence from the vast crowd who pressed round the 
barriers, announced that the balance of victory lay with 
the holders. Already the ten champions had assembled 3¢ 
in front of the prince to receive his award, when a harsh 
bugle call from the further end of the lists drew all eyes 
to a new and unexpected arrival. 
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XXIII. 


How A CHAMPION CAME FORTH FROM THE EAST, 


THE Bordeaux lists were situated upon the plain near the 
river upon those great occasions when the tilting-ground 
in front of the Abbey of St. Andrew’s was deemed to 
be too small to contain the crowd. On the eastern side 
5 of this plain the country-side sloped upwards, thick with 
vines in summer, but now ridged with the brown bare 
enclosures. Over the gently rising plain curved the 
white road which leads inland, usually flecked with 
travellers, but now with scarce a living form upon it, 
10 80 completely had the lists drained all the district of its 
inhabitants. Strange it was to see so vast a concourse 
of people, and then to look upon that broad, white, empty 
highway which wound away, bleak and deserted, until 
it narrowed itself to a bare streak against the distant 
ts uplands. 

Shortly after the contest had begun, any one looking 
from the lists along this road might have remarked, far 
away in the extreme distance, two brilliant and sparkling 
points which glittered and twinkled in the bright shimmer 

200f the winter sun. Within an hour these points had 
become clearer and nearer, until they might be seen to 
come from the reflection from the head-pieces of two 
horsemen who were riding at the top of their speed in 
the direction of Bordeaux. Another half-hour had brought 
25 them so close that every point of their bearing and equip- 
ment could be discerned. The first was a knight in full 
armour, mounted upon a brown horse with a white blaze 
upon breast and forehead. He was a short man of great 
breadth of shoulder, with vizor closed, and no blazonry 
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upon his simple white surcoat or plain black shield. The 
other, who was evidently his squire and attendant, was 
unarmed save for the helmet upon his head, but bore in 
his right hand a very long and heavy oaken spear which 
belonged to his master. In his left hand the squire held 
not only the reins of his own horse but those of a great 
black war-horse fully harnessed, which trotted along at 
his side. Thus the three horses and their two riders rode 
swiftly to the lists, and it was the blare of the trumpet 
sounded by the squire as his lord rode into the arena 
which had broken in upon the prize-giving and drawn 
away the attention and interest of the spectators. 

“Ha, John!” cried the prince, craning his neck, “who 
is this cavalier, and what is it that he desires ? ” 

“On my word, sire,” replied Chandos, with the utmost 
surprise upon his face, “ it is my opinion that he is a 
Frenchman.” 

As he spoke the attendant eantered up the grassy 
enclosure, and pulling up his steed in front of the royal 
stand, blew a second fanfare upon his bugle. He was 
a raw-boned, swarthy-cheeked man, with black bristling 
beard and a swaggering bearing. Having sounded his 
call, he thrust the bugle into his belt, and pushing his 
way betwixt the groups of English and of Gascon knights, 
he reined up within a spear’s length of the royal 
party. 

“T come,” he shouted in a hoarse thick voice, with a 
strong Breton accent, “as squire and herald from my 
master, who is a very valiant pursuivant-of-arms, and 
a liegeman to the great and powerful monarch, Charles, 
king of the French. My master has heard that there is 
jousting here, and prospect of honourable advancement, so 
he has come to ask that some English cavalier will vouch- 
safe for the love of his lady to run a course with sharpened 
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lances with him, or to meet him with sword, mace, battle- 
axe, or dagger. He bade me say, however, that he would 
fight only with a true Englishman, and not with any 
mongrel who is neither English nor French, but speaks 

5 with the tongue of the one, and fights under the banner of 
the other.” 

“Sir!” cried De Clisson, with a voice of thunder, 
while his countrymen clapped their hands to their swords. 
The squire, however, took no notice of their angry faces, 

10 but continued with his master’s message. 

“ He is now ready, sire,” he said, “albeit his destrier 
has travelled many miles this day, and fast, for we were 
in fear lest we come too late for the jousting.” 

“Ye have indeed come too late,” said the prince, “ see- 

15 ing that the prize is about to be awarded; yet I doubt 
not that one of these gentlemen will run a course for the 
sake of honour with this cavalier of France.” 

“And as to the prize, sire,” quoth Sir Nigel, “I am 
sure that I speak for all when I say this French knight 

20 hath our leave to bear it away with him if he can fairly 
win it.” 

“ Bear word of this to your master,” said the prince, 
“and ask him which of these five Englishmen he would 
desire to meet. But stay; your master bears no coat- 

25 armour, and we have not yet heard his name.” 


“ My master, sire, is under vow neither to reveal his 


name nor to open his vizor until he is back upon French 
ground once more.” 
“Yet what assurance have we,” said the prince, “ that 
30 this is not some varlet masquerading in his master’s 
harness, or some caitiff knight, the very touch of whose 
lance might bring infamy upon an honourable gentle- 
man ?” | 
“It is not so, sire,” cried the squire, earnestly. “There 
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is no man upon earth who would demean himself by 
breaking a lance with my master.” 

“You speak out boldly, squire,” the prince answered ; 
“but unless I have some further assurance of your 
master’s noble birth and gentle name I cannot match the 5 
choicest lances of my court against him.” 

“ You refuse, sire ?” 

“T do refuse.” 

“Then, sire, I was bidden to ask you from my master 
whether you would consent if Sir John Chandos, upon 10 
hearing my master’s name, should assure you that he was 
indeed a man with whom you might yourself cross swords 
without indignity.” 

“T ask no better,” said the prince. 

“Then I must ask, Lord Chandos, that you will step 15 
forth. I have your pledge that the name shall remain 
ever a secret, and that you will neither say nor write one 
word which might betray it. The name is € 

He stooped down from his horse and whispered some- 
thing into the old knight's ear which made him start with 20 
surprise, and stare with much curiosity at the distant 
knight, who was sitting his charger at the further end of 
the arena. 

“Ts this indeed sooth?” he exclaimed. 

“Tt is, my lord, and I swear it by St. Ives of Brittany.” 25 

“I might have known it,” said Chandos, twisting his 
moustache, and still looking thoughtfully at the cavalier. 

« What then, Sir John ?” asked the pringe. 

“Sire, this is a knight whom it is indeed great honour 
to meet, and I would that your grace would grant me 3° 
leave to send my squire for my harness, for I would dearly 
love to run a course with him.” 

“Nay, nay, Sir John, you have gained as much honour 
as one man can bear, and it were hard if you could not rest 
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now, But I pray you, squire, to tell your master that he 
is very welcome to our court, and that wines and spices 
will be served him if he would refresh himself before 
jousting.” 
5 “My master will not drink,’ said the squire. 
“Let him then name the gentleman with whom he 
would break a spear.” 
“He would contend with these five knights, each to 
choose such weapons as suit him best.” 
io “TJ perceive,” said the prince, “that your master is a 
man of great heart and high of enterprise. But the sun 
already is low in the west, and there will scarce be light 
for these courses. I pray you, gentlemen, to take your 
places, that we may see whether this stranger’s deeds are 
15 as bold as his words.” 


a Ws 
How Sir NIGEL PLIED A PRACTISED BLADE. 


THE unknown knight had sat like a statue of steel 
looking neither to the right nor to the left during these 
preliminaries, He had changed from the horse upon 
which he had ridden, and bestrode the black charger which 
20 his squire had led beside him. His immense breadth, his 
stern composed appearance, and the mode in which he 
handled his shield and his lance, were enough in them- 
selves to convince the thousands of critical spectators that 
he was a dangerous opponent. Aylward, who stood in 
25 the front row of the archers with Simon, big John, and 
others of the Company, had been criticising the proceedings 
from the commencement with the ease and freedom 
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of a man who had spent his life under arms and had 
learned in a hard school to know at a glance the points 
of a horse and his rider. He stared now at the stranger 
with a wrinkled brow and the air of a man who is striv- 
ing to stir his memory. 

«By my hilt! I have seen the thick body of him 
before to-day. Yet I cannot call to mind where it could 
have been. At Nogent belike, or was it at Auray? Mark 
me, lads, this man will prove to be one of the best lances 
of France, and there are no better in the world.” 

“But who is here?” 

“Jt is Sir William Beauchamp. He isa valiant man, 
but I fear that he is scarce firm enough upon the saddle 
to bear the thrust of such a tilter as this stranger promises 
to be.” 

Aylward’s words were speedily justified, for even as he 
spoke the two knights met in the centre of the lists, 
Beauchamp struck his opponent a shrewd blow upon the 
helmet, but was met with so frightful a thrust that he 
whirled out of his saddle and rolled over and over upon 
the ground. Sir Thomas Percy met with little better 
success, for his shield was split, his vambrace torn, and ne 
himself wounded slightly in the side. Lord Audley and 
the unknown knight struck each other fairly upon the 
helmet ; but while the stranger sat as firm and rigid as 
ever upon his charger the Englishman was bent back to 
his horse’s crupper by the weight of the blow and had 
galloped halfway down the lists ere he could recover 
himself. Sir Thomas Wake was beaten to the ground 
with a battle-axe—that being the weapon which he had 
selected—and had to be carried to his pavilion. These 
rapid successes, cained one after the other over four 
celebrated warriors, worked the crowd up to. a pitch of 
wonder and admiration. Thunders of applause from the 


30 


116 THE WHITE COMPANY. 


English soldiers, as well as from the citizens and peasants, 
showed how far the love of brave and knightly deeds could 
rise above the rivalries of race. 
“By my soul!” cried the prince, with his cheek 
5 flushed and his eyes shining, “this is a man of good 
courage and great hardiness. I could not have thought 
that there was any single arm upon earth which could 
have overthrown these four champions.” 
“He is indeed, as I have said, sire, a knight from 
to whom much honour is to be gained. But the lower edge 
of the sun is wet, and it will be beneath the sea ere 


long.” 
“Here is Sir Nigel Loring, on foot and with his sword,” 
said the prince. “I have heard that he is a fine swords- 
15 man.” 


“The finest in your army, sire,” Chandos answered. 
“Yet I doubt not that he will need all his skill this 
day” 

As he spoke, the two combatants advanced from either 

20 end in full armour with their two-handed swords sloping 
over their shoulders. The stranger walked heavily and 
with a measured stride, while the English knight advanced 
as briskly as though there was no iron shell to weigh 
down the freedom of his limbs. At four paces’ distance 

25 they stopped, eyed each other for a moment, and then in 
an instant fell to work with a clatter and clang as though 
two sturdy smiths were busy upon their anvils. Up and 
down went the long shining blades, round and round they 
circled in curves of glimmering light, crossing, meeting, 

30 disengaging, with flash of sparks at every parry. Here 
and there bounded Sir Nigel, his head erect, his jaunty 
plume fluttering in the air, while his dark opponent sent 
in crashing blow upon blow, following fiercely up with 
cut and with thrust, but never once getting past the 


THE WHITE COMPANY. 117 


practised blade of the skilled swordsman. The crowd 
roared with delight as Sir Nigel would stoop his head to 
avoid a blow, or by some slight movement of his body 
allow some terrible thrust to glance harmlessly past him. 
Suddenly, however, his timecame. The Frenchman, whirl- 5 
ing up his sword, showed for an instant a chink betwixt 
his shoulder-piece and the rerebrace which guarded his 
upper arm. In dashed Sir Nigel, and out again so swiftly 
that the eye could not follow the quick play of his blade, 
but a trickle of blood from the stranger’s shoulder, and a to 
rapidly widening red smudge upon his white surcoat, 
showed where the thrust had taken effect. The wound 
was, however, but a slight one, and the Frenchman was 
about to renew his on-set, when, at a sign from the prince, 
Chandos threw down his baton, and the marshals of the 15 
lists struck up the weapons and brought the contest to 
an end. 


XXV. 


How THE COMRADES CAME OVER THE MARCHES OF 
FRANCE. 

[Immediately after the jousting the strange knight departed 
whence he came, and on the morrow Sir Nigel, with his two 
squires and two archers, set forth to Montaubon to find the rest 20 
of his Company.) 


_ Tr was a bright crisp winter's day when the little party 
aet off from Bordeaux on their journey to Montaubon, 
where the missing half of their Company had last been 
heard of. 25 
There had been frost during the night, and the white 
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hard road rang loud under their horses’ irons as they 
spurred through the east gate of the town, along the same 
broad highway which the unknown French champion had 
traversed on the day of the jousts. 

5 The highway had lain through the swelling vineyard 
country, which stretched away to the north und east in 
gentle curves, with many a peeping spire and feudal 
tower, and cluster of village houses, all clear cut and hard 
in the bright wintry air. To their right stretched the 

1o blue Garonne running swiftly seawards, with boats and 
barges dotted over its broad bosom. On the other side 
lay a strip of vineyard, and beyond it the desolate and 
sandy region of the Landes, all tangled with faded gorse 
and heath and broom, stretching away in unbroken gloom 

15 to the blue hills which lay low upon the furthest sky- 
line. Behind them might still be seen the broad estuary 
of the Gironde, with the high towers of Saint André and 
Saint Remi shooting up from the plain. In front, amid 
radiating lines of poplars, lay the riverside townlet of 

zo Cadillac—grey walls, white houses, and a feather of blue 
smoke. 

After passing Cahors, the party branched away from 
the main road, and leaving the river to the north of them, 
followed a smaller track which wound over a vast and 

25 desolate plain. This path led them amid marshes and 
woods, until it brought them out into a glade with a 
broad steam swirling swiftly down the centre of it. 
Through this the horses splashed their way, and on the 
farther shore Sir Nigel announced to them that they were 

30 how within the borders of the land of France. F or some 
miles they still followed the same lonely track, which led 
them through a dense wood, and then widening out, 
curved down to an open rolling country, such as they had 
traversed between Aiguillon and Cahors. 
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If it were grim and desolate upon the English border, 
however, what can describe the hideous barrenness of this 
ten times harried tract of France? The whole face of the 
country was scarred and disfigured, mottled over with the 
black blotches of burned farm-steadings, and the grey 
gaunt gable-ends of what had been chateaux. Broken 
fences, crumbling walls, vineyards littered with stones, 
the shattered arches of bridges—look where you might, 
the signs of ruin and rapine met the eye. Here and there 
only, on the farthest sky-line, the gnarled turrets of a 
castle, or the graceful pinnacles of church or of monastery, 
showed where the forces of the sword or of the spirit had 
preserved some small islet of security in this universal 
flood of misery. Moodily and in silence the little party 
rode along the narrow and irregular track, their hearts 
weighed down by this far-stretching land of despair. It 
was indeed a stricken and a blighted country, and a man 
might have ridden from Auvergne in the north to the 
marches of Foix, nor ever seen a smiling village or a 
thriving homestead. 

From time to time as they advanced they saw strange 
lean figures scraping and scratching amid the weeds and 
thistles, who, on sight of the band of horsemen, threw up 
their arms and dived in among the brushwood, as shy and 
as swift as wild animals. More than once, however, they 
came on families crouching by the wayside, who were too 
weak from hunger and disease to fly, so that they could 
but sit like hares on a tussock, with panting chest and 
terror in their eyes. So gaunt were these poor folk, so 
worn and spent—with bent and knotted frames, and 
sullen, hopeless, mutinous faces—that it made the young 
Englishmen heartsick to look upon them. Indeed, it 
seemed as though all hope and light had gone so far 
from them that it was not to be brought back; for when 
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Sir Nigel threw down a handful of silver among them 
there came no softening of their lined faces, but they 
clutched greedily at the coins, peering questioningly at 
him, and champing with their animal jaws. Here and 
5 there amid the brushwood the travellers saw the rude 
bundle of sticks which served them as a home—more like 
a fowl’s nest than the dwelling-place of man. Yet why 
should they build and strive, when the first adventurer 
who passed would set torch to their thatch, and when 
10 their own feudal lord would wring from them with blows 
and curses the last fruits of their toil ? They sat at the 
lowest depth of human misery and, hugged a bitter 
comfort to their souls as they realised that they could go no 
lower. Yet they had still the human gift of speech, and 
15 would take counsel among themselves in their brushwood 
hovels, glaring with bleared eyes and pointing with thin 
fingers at the great widespread chateaux which ate like a 
cancer into the life of the country-side. When such men, 
who are beyond hope and fear, begin in their dim minds 
20 to see the source of their woes, it may be an evil time for 
those who have wronged them. The weak man becomes 
strong when he has nothing, for then only can he feel the 
wild, mad thrill of despair. High and strong the chateaux, 
lowly and weak the brushwood hut; but God help the 
25 seigneur and his lady when the men of the brushwood set 
their hands to the work of revenge ! 

Through such country did the party ride for eight or 
it might be nine miles, until the sun began to slope down 
in the west and their shadows to stream down the road in 

30 front of them. Wary and careful they must be, with 
watchful eyes to the right and the left, for this was no 
man’s land, and their only passports were those which 
hung from their belts, 

It was a relief to Sir N igel, therefore, when their 


a 


THE WHITE COMPANY. 121 


narrow track opened out upon a larger road, and they 
saw some little way down it a square white house with 

a great bunch of holly hung out at the end of a stick 
from one of the upper windows 

« By Saint Paul!” said he, “I am right glad; forl had 5 

feared that we might have neither provant nor herbergage. 
Ride on, Alleyne, and tell this innkeeper that an English 
knight with his party will lodge with him this night.” 


XXVI. 


How Sir NIGEL MET WITH AN OLD FRIEND AT THE 
HOSTEL. 


Athos set spurs to his horse and reached the inn 
door a long bow-shot before his cc mpanions. Neither to 
varlet nor ostler could be seen, so he pushed open the 
door and called loudly for the landlord. Three times he 
shouted, but, receiving no reply, he opened an inner door 
and advanced into the chief guest-room of the hostel. 

A very cheerful wood-fire was sputtering and crackling 15 
in an open grate at the further end of the apartment. At 
one side of this fire, in a high-backed oak chair, sat a lady, 
her face turned towards the door. The firelight played 
over her features, and Alleyne thought that he had never 
seen such queenly power, such dignity and strength, upon 20 
a woman’s face. She might have been five-and-thirty 
years of age, with aquiline nose, firm and yet sensitive 
mouth, dark curving brows, and deep-set eyes which 
shone and sparkled with a shifting brilliancy. Beautiful 
as she was, it was not her beauty which impressed itself 25 
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upon the beholder; it was her strength, her power, the 
sense of wisdom which hung over the broad white brow, 
the decision which lay in the square jaw and delicately 
moulded chin. A chaplet of pearls sparkled amid her 

5 black hair, with a gauze of silver network flowing back 
from it over her shoulders; a black mantle was swathed 
round her, and she leaned back in her chair as one who 
is fresh from a journey. 

In the opposite corner there sat a very burly and 

io broad-shouldered man, clad in a black jerkin trimmed 
with sable, with a black velvet cap with curling white 
feather cocked upon the side of his head. A flask of red 
wine stood at his elbow, and he seemed to be very much 
at his ease, for his feet were stuck up on a stool, and 
15 between his thighs he held a dish full of nuts. These he 
cracked between his strong white teeth and chewed in a 
leisurely way, casting the shells into the blaze. As 
Alleyne gazed in at him he turned his face half round 
and cocked an eye at him over his shoulder. It seemed 
zoto the young Englishman that he had never seen so 
hideous a face, for the eyes were of the lightest green, the 
nose was broken and driven inwards, while the whole 
countenance was seared and puckered with wounds. The 
voice, too, when he spoke, was as deep and as fierce as the 
25 growl of a beast of prey. 

“Young man,” said he, “I know not who you may be, 
and I am not much inclined to bestir myself, but if it 
were not that I am bent upon taking my ease, I swear, by 
the sword of Joshua! that I would lay my dog-whip 

30 across your shoulders for daring to fill the air with these 
discordant bellowings.” 

Taken aback at this ungentle speech, and scarce know- 
ing how to answer it fitly in the presence of the lady, 
Alleyne stood with his hand upon the handle of the door, 


THE WHITE COMPANY. 123 


while Sir Nigel and his companions dismounted. At the 
sound of these fresh voices, and of the tongue in which 
they spoke, the stranger crashed his dish of nuts down 
upon the floor, and began himself to call for the landlord 
until the whole house re-echoed with his roarings. With 
an ashen face the white-aproned host came running at 
his call, his hands shaking and his very hair bristling 
with apprehension. ‘For the sake of God, sirs,” he 
whispered as he passed, “speak him fair and do not rouse 
him!” 

“Who is this, then ?” asked Sir Nigel. 

. Alleyne was about to explain, when a fresh roar from 
the stranger interrupted him. 

“Thou villain innkeeper,” he shouted, “did I not ask 
you when [f brought my lady here whether your inn was 
clean?” 

“ You did, sire.” 

“Did I not very particularly ask you whether there 
were any vermin in it?” 

“ You did, sire.” 

« And you answered me?” 

“That there were not, sire.” 

“ And yet ere I have been here an hour I find English- 
men crawling about within it. Where are we to be free 
frora this pestilent race? Can a Frenchman upon French 
Jand not sit down in a French auberge without having his 
ears pained by the clack of their hideous talk ? Send them 
packing, innkeeper, or it may be the worse for them and 
for you.” 

“J will, sire, I will!” cried the frightened host, and 
bustled from the room, while the soft, soothing voice of 
the woman was heard remonstrating with her furious 
companion. 

“Indeed, gentlemen, you had best go,” said mine host. 
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“It is but six miles to Villefranche, where there are very 
good quarters at the sign of the Lion Rouge.” 

“Nay,” answered Sir Nigel, “I cannot go until I have 
seen more of this person, for he appears to be a man from 

5 whom much is to be hoped. What is his name and 
title?” 

“Tt is not for my lips to name it unless by his desire. 
But I beg and pray you, gentlemen, that you will go from 
my house, for | know not what may come of it if his rage 

10 Should gain the mastery of him.” 

“By Saint Paul!” lisped Sir Nigel, “this is certainly 
a man whom it is worth journeying far to know. Go tell 
him that a humble knight of England would make his 
further honourable acquaintance, not from any presumption, 

15 pride, or ill-will, but for the advancement of chivalry and 
the glory of our ladies. Give him greeting from Sir Nigel 
Loring, and say that the glove which I bear in my cap 
belongs to the most peerless and lovely of her sex, whom 
Iam now ready to uphold against any lady whose claim 

20 he might be desirous of advancing.” 

The landlord was hesitating whether to carry this 
message or no, when the door of the inner room was flung 
open, and the stranger bounded out like a panther from 
his den, his hair bristling and his deformed face convulsed 

25 with anger, 

“Still here!” he snarled. “ Dogs of England, must ye 
be lashed hence? Tiphaine, my sword!” He turned to 
seize his weapon, but as he did so his gaze fell upon the 
blazonry of Sir Nigel’s shield, and he stood staring while 

30 the fire in his strange green eyes softened into a sly and 

‘humorous twinkle. 

“Heavens!” cried he, “it is my little swordsman of 
Bordeaux. I should remember that coat-armour, seeing 
that it is but three days since I looked upon it in the lists 
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by Garonne. Ah! Sir Nigel, Sir Nigel! you owe me a 
return for this,’ and he touched bis right arm, which was 
girt round just under the shoulder with a silken kerchief. 
But the surprise of the stranger at the sight of Sir Nigel 

5 was as nothing compared with the astonishment and the 
delight which shone upon the face of the knight of Hamp- 
shire as he looked upon the strange face of the French- 
man. Twice he opened his mouth and twice he peered 
again, as though to assure himself that his eyes had not 

1o played him a trick. 

“Bertrand!” he gasped at last. “ Bertrand du 
Guesclin !” 

“By Saint Ives!” shouted the French soldier, with a 
hoarse roar of laughter, “it is well that I should ride with 

15 my vizor down, for he that has once seen my face does not 
need to be told my name. It is indeed I, Sir Nigel, and 
here is my hand! I give you my word that there are but 
three Englishmen in this world whom I would touch save 
with the sharp. edge of the sword: the prince is one, 

20 Chandos the second, and you the third; for I have heard 
much that is good of you. Come in with me, and let 
your squires come also, that my sweet spouse, the Lady 
Tiphaine, may say that she hath seen so famed and gentle 
a knight.” 

25 [In accordance with Du Guesclin’s invitation Sir Nigel and his 
squires entered the chamber, where they were introduced to the 
Lady Tiphaine. The wayside auberge was no fit quarters for the 
honourable company, but it was already late when they started 


forth to seek the hospitality of the chateau of Sir Tristram de 
39 Rochefort, which lay two miles on this side of Villefranche.] 


Sir Tristram de Rochefort, Seneschal of Auvergne and 
Lord of Villefranche, was a fierce and renowned soldier 
who had grown grey in the English wars. As lord of the 
marches and guardian of an exposed country-side there 
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was little rest for him even in times of so-called peace, 
and his whole life was spent in raids and outfalls upon 
the Brabanters, late-comers, flayers, free companions, and 
roving archers who wandered over his province. 

The castle of Villefranche was harsh and stern as its 
master. A broad moat, a high outer wall turreted at the 
corners, with a great black keep towering above all—so it 
lay before them in the moonlight. By the light of two 
flambeaux, protruded through the narrow slit-shaped 
openings at either side of the ponderous gate, they caught 
a glimpse of the glitter of fierce eyes and of the gleam of 
the weapons of the guard. 

The material for a feast was ever at hand in days 
when, if there was grim want in the cottage, there was at 
least rude plenty in the castle. Within an hour the 
guests were seated around a board which creaked under 
the great pasties and joints of meat, varied by those more 
dainty dishes in which the French excelled, the spiced 
ortolan and the truffled beccaficoes. The great fire 
crackled in the grate, the hooded hawks slept upon their 
perches, the rough deer-hounds with expectant eyes 
crouched upon the tiled floor; close at the elbows of. the 
guests stood the dapper little lilac-coated pages; the laugh 
and jest circled round and all was harmony and comfort. 
Little they recked of the brushwood men who crouched in 
their rags along the fringe of the forest and looked up 
with wild and haggard eyes at the rich warm glow which 
shot a golden bar of light from the high arched windows 
of the castle. 

Supper over, the tables were cleared away as by magic, 
and trestles and bancals arranged round the blazing fire, 
for there was a bitter nip in the air. 
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XXVII. 


How THE BrusHwoop MEN CAME TO THE CHATEAU 
OF VILLEFRANCHE. 


IT was late ere Alleyne Edricson, having carried Sir Nigel 
the goblet of spiced wine which it was his custom to drink 
after the curling of his hair, was able at last to seek his 
chamber. It was a stone-flagged room upon the second 

5 floor, with a bed in a recess for him, and two smaller 
pallets on the other side, on which Aylward and Hordle 
John were already snoring. Alleyne had knelt down to 
his evening orisons, when there came a tap at his door, 
and Ford entered with a small lamp in his hand. His 

to face was deadly pale, and his hand shook until the 
shadows flickered up and down the wall. 

“What is it, Ford?” cried Alleyne, springing to his 
feet. 

“TI can scarce tell you,” said he, sitting down on the 

15 side of the couch, and resting his chin upon his hand. 
“TI know not what to say or what to think.” 

“Has aught befallen you, then?” 

“ Yes, or I have been slave to my own fancy. I tell 
you, lad, that I am all undone, like a fretted bow-string.” 

20 “Where do you sleep ?” . 

“In the chamber above you. May the saints be with 
us all!” He rose from the couch and left the chamber, 
while Alleyne could hear his feet sounding upon the 
winding stair, The young squire walked across to the 

25 window and gazed out at the moonlit landscape. Leaning 
his elbows upon the stonework, he was deeply plunged in 
reverie, when in a moment his thoughts were brought 
back to Villefranche and to the scene before him. 
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The window at which he stood was in the second floor 
of that portion of the castle which was nearest to the keep. 
In front lay the broad moat with the moon lying upon its 
surface, now clear and round, now drawn lengthwise as 
the breeze stirred the waters. Beyond, the plain sloped 5 
down. to a thick wood, while further to the left a second 
wood shut out the view. Between the two an open glade 
stretched, silvered in the moonshine, with the river curving 
across the lower end of it. 

As he gazed, he saw of a sudden a man steal forth from 10 
the wood into the open clearing. He walked with his 
head sunk, his shoulders curved, and his knees bent, as 
one who strives hard to remain unseen. Ten paces from 
the fringe of trees he glanced around, and waving his 
hand he crouched down, and was lost to sight among a 15 
belt of furze-bushes. After him there came a second man, 
and after him a third, a fourth, and a fifth, stealing across 
the narrow open space and darting into the shelter of the 
brushwood. Nine-and-seventy Alleyne counted of these 
dark figures flitting across the line of the moonlight. 20 
Many bore huge burdens upon their backs, though what 
it was that they carried he could not tell at the dis- 
tance. Out of the one wood and into the other they 
passed, all with the same crouching, furtive gait, until 
the black bristle of trees had swallowed up the last of 25 
them. 

For a moment Alleyne stood in the window, : still 
staring down at the silent forest, uncertain as to what he 
should think of these midnight walkers. Then he bethought 
him that there was one beside him who was fitter to judge 30 
on such a matter. His fingers had scarce rested upon 
Aylward’s shoulder ere the bowman was on his feet, with 
his hand outstretched to his sword. 

“Quai va?” he cried. “Hola! mon petit. By my 

F 
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hilt! I thought there had been a camisade. What then, 
mon gar?” 

“Come hither by the window, Aylward,” said Alleyne. 
“T have seen four-score men pass from yonder shaw across 

5 the glade, and nigh every man of them had a great burden 
on his back. What think you of it ?” 

“T think nothing of it, mon camarade! There are as 
many masterless folk in this country as there are rabbits 
on Cowdray Down, and there are many who show their 

10 faces by night but would dance in a hempen collar if they 
stirred forth in the day. On all the French marches are 
droves of outcasts, rievers, spoilers, and draw-latches, of 
whom I judge that these are some, though I marvel that 
they should dare to come so nigh to the castle of the 

15 Seneschal. All seems very quiet now,” he added, peering 
out of the window. 

“They are in the further wood,” said Alleyne. 

“And there they may bide. Back to rest, mon petit ; 
for, by my hilt; each day now will bring its own work. 

20 Yet it would be well to shoot the bolt in yonder door 
when one is in strange quarters. So!” He threw him- 
self down upon his pallet and in an instant was fast 
asleep. 

It might have been about three o’clock in the morning 

25 when Alleyne was aroused from a troubled sleep by a low 
cry or exclamation. He listened, but, as he heard no 
more, he set it down as the challenge of the guard upon 
the walls, and dropped off to sleep once more. A few 
minutes later he was disturbed by a gentle creaking of 

30 his own door, as though some one were pushing cautiously 
against it, and immediately afterwards he heard the soft 
thud of cautious footsteps upon the stair which led to the 
room above, followed by a confused noise and a muffled 
groan. Alleyne sat up on his couch with all his nerves 
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in a tingle, uncertain whether these sounds might come 
from a simple cause—some sick archer and visiting leech 
perhaps—or whether they might have a more sinister 
meaning. But what danger could threaten them here 
in this strong castle, under the care of famous warriors, 
with high walls and a broad moat around them? Who 
was there that could injure them? He had well-nigh 
persuaded himself that his fears were a foolish fancy, 
when his eyes fell upon that which sent the blood cold 
to his heart and left him gasping, with hands clutching at 
the counterpane. 


XXVIII. 


A Niaut oF TERROR. 


Ricur in front of him was the broad window of the 
chamber, with the moon shining brightly through it. For 
an instant something had obscured the light, and now a 
head was bobbing up and down outside, the face looking 
in at him, and swinging slowly from one side of the 
window to the other. Even in that dim light there could 
be no mistaking those features. Drawn, distorted, and 
blood-stained, they were still those of the young fellow- 
squire who had sat so recently upon his own couch. 
With a cry of horror Alleyne sprang from his bed and 
rushed to the casement, while the two archers, aroused 
by the sound, seized their weapons and stared about them 
‘1 bewilderment. “One glance was enough to show 
Edricson that his fears were but too true. Foully 
murdered, with a score of wounds upon him and a rope 


25 
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round his neck, his poor friend had been cast from the 
upper window and swung slowly in the night wind, his 
body rasping against the wall and his disfigured face upon 
a level with the casement. 

5 “My God!” cried Alleyne, shaking in every limb. 
“What has come upon us? What foul deed is this?” 

“Here is flint and steel,’ said John, stolidly. “The 
lamp, Aylward! This moonshine softens a man’s heart. 
Now we may use the eyes which God hath given us.” 

10 “By my hilt!” cried Aylward, as the yellow flame 
flickered up, “it is indeed young master Ford, and I think 
that this Seneschal is a black villain, who dare not face 
us in the day, but would murther us in our sleep. By 
the twang of string! if I do not soak a goose’s feather 

15 with his heart’s blood, it will be no fault of Samkin 
Aylward of the White Company.” 

“But, Aylward, think of the men whom I saw yester- 
night,” said Alleyne. “It may not be the Seneschal. It 
may be that others have come into the castle. I must 

20 to Sir Nigel ere it be too late. Let me go, Aylward, for 
my place is by his side.” 

“One moment, mon gar. Put that steel head-piece on 
the end of my yew-stave, So! I will put it first through 
the door; for it is ill to come out when you can neither 

25 see nor guard yourself. Now camarades, out swords and 
stand ready! Hola, by my hilt! it is time that we were 
stirring !” 

As he spoke, a sudden shouting broke forth in the 
castle, with the scream of a woman and the rush of many 

30 feet. Then came the sharp clink of clashing steel, and a 
roar like that of an angry lion—“ Notre Dame Du Guesclin! 
Saint Ives! Saint Ives!” The boéwman pulled back 
the bolt of the door, and thrust out the head-piece at the 
end of the bow. A crash, the clatter of the steel-cap upon 
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the ground, and, ere the man who struck could heave up 
for another blow, the archer had passed his sword through 
his body. “On, camarades, on!” he cried; and, breaking 
fiercely past two men who threw themselves in his way, 
; he sped down the broad corridor in the direction of the 
shouting. 

A sharp turning, and then a second one, brought them 
to the head of a short stair, from which they looked straight 
down upon the scene of the uproar. A square oak-floored 

10 hall lay beneath them, from which opened the doors of the 
principal guest-chambers. This hall was as light as day, 
for torches burned in numerous sconces upon the walls, 
throwing strange shadows from the tusked or antlered 
heads which ornamented them. At the very foot of the 

15 stair, close to the open door of their chamber, lay the 
Seneschal, and his wife; she with her head shorn from 
her shoulders, he thrust through with a sharpened stake, 
which still protruded from either side of his body. Three 
servants of the castle lay dead beside them, all torn and 

20 draggled, as though a pack of wolves had been upon them. 
In front of the central guest-chamber stood Du Guesclin 
and Sir Nigel, half-clad and unarmoured, with the mad 
joy of battle gleaming in their eyes. Their heads were 
thrown back, their lips compressed, their blood-stained 

25 swords poised over their right shoulders, and their left 
feet thrown out. Three dead men lay huddled together 
in front of them; while a fourth, with the blood squirting 
from a severed vessel, lay back with updrawn knees, 
breathing in wheezy gasps. Further back—all panting 

30 together like the wind in a tree—there stood a group of 
fierce wild creatures, bare-armed and bare-legged, gaunt, 
unshaven, with deep-set murderous eyes and wild- beast 
faces. With their flashing teeth, their bristling hair, 
their mad leapings and screamings, they seemed to Alloy 


THE WHITE COMPANY. 135 


more like fiends from the pit than men of flesh and blood. 
Even as he looked, they broke into a hoarse yell and dashed 
once more upon the two knights, hurling themselves madly 
upon their sword-points; clutching, scrambling, biting, 
tearing, careless of wounds if they could but drag the two 
soldiers to earth. Sir Nigel was thrown down by the sheer 
weight of them, and Sir Bertrand with his thunderous war- 
ery was swinging round his heavy sword to clear a space 
for him to rise, when the whistle of two long English 
arrows, and the rush of the squire and the two English 
archers down the stairs, turned the tide of the combat. 
The assailants gave back, the knights rushed forward, and 
in a very few moments the hall was cleared, and Hordle 
John had hurled the last of the wild men down the steep 
steps which led from the end of it. 

“Do not follow them,” cried Du Guesclin. “ We are 
lost if we scatter. For myself I care not a denier, though 
it is a poor thing to meet one’s end at the hands of such 
scum; but I have my dear lady here, who must by no 
means be risked. We have breathing-space now, and I 
would ask you, what it is that you would counsel ?” 

“That we make for the keep,” said a French squire. 


“Tt is unused, save in time of war, and the key hangs from 


my poor lord and master’s belt.” 

“There are two keys there.” 

“Tt is the larger. Once there, we might hold the 
natrow stair; and at least, as the walls are of a greater 
thickness, it would be longer ere they could burn them. 
Could we but carry the lady across the bailey, all might 
be well with us.” 

“Nay ; the lady hath seen something of the work of 
war,” said Tiphaine, coming forth, as white, as grave, and 
as unmoved as ever. “I would not be a hamper to you, 
my dear spouse and gallant friends Rest assured of this, 
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that if all else fail I have always a safeguard here ”— 
drawing a small silver-hilted poniard from her bosom— 
“which sets me beyond the fear of these vile and blood- 
stained wretches.” 

5 The attention of the insurgents had been drawn away 
from murder to plunder, and all over the castle might be 
heard their cries and whoops of delight as they dragged 
forth the rich tapestries, the silver flagons, and the carved 
furniture. Down in the courtyard half-clad wretches, 

io their bare limbs all mottled with blood stains, strutted 
about with plumed helmets upon their heads, or with the 
Lady Rochefort’s silken gowns girt round their loins and 
trailing on the ground behind them. Others meanwhile 
had been piling dried wood from the forest against the 

15 walls and set it in a blaze. Casks of choice wine had 
been rolled out from the cellars, and starving peasants 
squatted, goblet in hand, draining off vintages which De 
Rochefort had set aside for noble and royal guests. 
Others, with slabs of bacon and joints of dried meat upon 

20 the ends of their pikes, held them up to the blaze or tore 
at them ravenously with their teeth. Yet all order had 
not been lost amongst them, for some hundreds of the 
better armed stood together in a silent group, leaning 
upon their rude weapons and looking up at the fire, which 

25 had spread so rapidly as to involve one whole side of the 
castle. Already Alleyne could hear the crackling and 
roaring of the flames, while the air was heavy with heat 
and full of the pungent whiff of burning wood. 
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XXIX. 


How FivE MEN HELD THE KEEP OF VILLEFRANCHE. 


Unpber the guidance of the French squire the party passed 
down two narrow corridors. The first was empty, but at 
the head of the second stood a peasant sentry, who started 
off at the sight of them, yelling loudly to his comrades. 
“Stop him or we are undone!” cried Du Guesclin, and had 
started to run, when Aylward’s great war-bow twanged 
like a harp-string, and the man fell forward upon his face, 
with twitching limbs and clutching fingers. Within five 
paces of where he lay a narrow and little-used door led 
out into the bailey. From beyond it came such a babel 
of hooting and screaming, horrible oaths and yet more 
horrible laughter, that the stoutest heart might have shrunk 
from casting down the frail barrier which faced them. 

“ Make straight for the keep!” said Du Guesclin, in a 
sharp stern whisper. “The two archers in front, the lady 
in the centre, a squire on either side, while we three 
_ knights shall bide behind and beat back those who press 
upon us. So! Now open the door, and God have us in 
His holy keeping!” 

For a few moments it seemed that their object would 
be attained without danger, so swift and so silent had been 
their movements. They were halfway across the bailey 
ere the frantic howling peasants made a movement to stop 
them. The few who threw themselves in their way were 


overpowered or brushed aside, while the pursuers were z 


beaten back by the ready weapons of the three cavaliers. 
Unscathed they fought their way to the door of the keep, 
and faced round upon the swarming mob, while the squire 
thrust the great key into the lock. 
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“ Alas!” he cried, “it is the wrong key !” 
“ The wrong key!” 
“Dolt, fool that Iam! This is the key of the castle 
gate ; the other opens the keep. I must back for it!” 
5 He turned, with some wild intention of retracing his steps, 
but at the instant.a great jagged rock, hurled by a brawny 
peasant, struck him full upon the ear, and he dropped 
senseless to the ground. 
“This is key enough for me!” quoth Hordle John, 
10 picking up the huge stone, and hurling it against the door 
with all the strength of his enormous body. The lock 
shivered, the wood smashed, the stone flew into five pieces, 
but the iron clamps still held the door in its position. 
Bending down, he thrust his great fingers under it, and 
15 with a heave raised the whole mass of wood and iron from 
its hinges. For a moment it tottered and swayed, and 
then, falling outward, buried him in its ruin, while his 
comrades rushed into the dark archway which led to safety, 
“Up the steps, Tiphaine!” cried Du Guesclin. “ Now 
20 round, friends, and beat them back.” The mob of peasants 
had surged in upon their heels, but the two trustiest blades 
in Europe gleamed upon that narrow stair, and four of 
their number dropped upon the threshold. The others 
gave back and gathered in a half-circle round the open 
25 door, gnashing their teeth and shaking their clenched 
hands at the defenders. The body of the French squire 
had been dragged out by them and hacked to pieces. 
Three or four others had pulled John from under the door, 
when he suddenly bounded to his feet, and clutching one 
30 in either hand dashed them together with such force that 
they fell senseless across each other upon the ground. 
With a kick and a blow he freed himself from two others 
who clung to him, and in a moment he was within the 
portal with his comrades. 
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Yet their position was a desperate one. easants 
from far and near had been assembled for thi s deed of 
vengeance, and not less than six thousand were wis or 
around the walls of the Chateau of Villefranche. Ill 
armed and half starved, they were still desperate men, to 
whom danger had lost all fears: for what was death that 
they should shun it to cling to such a life as theirs? The 
castle was theirs, and the roaring flames were spurting 
through the windows and flickering high above the turrets 
on two sides of the quadrangle. From either side they 
were sweeping down from room to room and from bastion 
to bastion in the direction of the keep. Faced by an 
army, and girt in by fire, were six men and one woman ; 
but some of them were men so trained to danger and so 
wise in war that even now the combat was less unequal 
than it seemed. Courage and resource were penned in by 
desperation and numbers, while the great yellow sheets of 
flame threw their lurid glare over the scene of death. 

Whilst the two archers kept up a brisk fire upon the 
mob beneath them, Du Guesclin and his lady were con- 
sulting with Sir Nigel upon their desperate situation. 

“Tis a strange end for one who has seen so many 
stricken fields,’ said the French chieftain. ‘“ For me one 
death is as another, but it is the thought of my sweet lady 
which goes to my heart.” 

“Nay, Bertrand, I fear it as little as you,” said she. 
“Had I my dearest wish, it would be that we should go 
together.” 

“ Well answered, fair lady!” cried Sir Nigel. ‘“ And 
very sure I am that my own sweet wife would have said 
the same. If the end be now come, I have had great 
good fortune in having lived in times when so much glory 
was to be won, and in knowing so many valiant gentlemen 
and knights, But why do you pluck my sleeve, Alleyne ? ” 
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“If it please you, my fair lord, there are in this 
corner two great tubes of iron with many heavy balls, 
which may perchance be those bombards and shot of 
which I have heard,” 

5s “By Saint Ives! it is true,” cried Sir Bertrand, 
striding across to the recess where the ungainly, funnel- 
shaped, thick-ribbed engines were standing. ‘‘ Bombards 
they are, and of good size. We may shoot down upon 
them.” 

10 “Shoot with them, quotha?” cried Aylward, in high 
disdain, for pressing danger is the great leveller of classes. 
“ How is a man to take aim with these fool's toys, and 
how can he hope to do seath with them ?” 

“JT will show you,” answered Sir Nigel; “ for here is 

15 the great box of powder, and if you will raise it for me, 
John, I will show you how it may be used. Come hither, 
where the folk are thickest round the fire. Now, Aylward, 
crane thy neck and see what would have been deemed an 
old wife’s tale when we first turned our faces to the wars. 

20 Throw back the lid, John, and drop the box into the 
fire.” 


XXX. 


How THe Lavy TIPHAINE HEARD A SONG IN A STRANGE 
TONGUE. 


A DEAFENING roar, a fluff of bluish light and the great 
square tower rocked and trembled from its very founda- 
tions, swaying this way and that like a reed in the wind. 
25 Amazed and dizzy, the defenders, clutching at the cracking 
parapets for support, saw great stones, burning beams of 
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wood, and mangled bodies hurtling past them through the 
air. When they staggered to their feet once more, the 
whole keep had settled down upon one side, so that they 
could scarce keep their footing upon the sloping platform. 
Gazing over the edge, they looked down upon the horrible 
destruction which had been caused by the explosion. For 
forty yards round the portal the ground was black with 
writhing, screaming figures, who struggled up and hurled 
themselves down again, tossing this way and that, sight- 
less, scorched, with fire bursting from their tattered 
clothing. Beyond this circle of death, their comrades, 
bewildered and amazed, cowered away from this black 
tower and from these invincible men, who were most to 
be dreaded when hope was furthest from their hearts. 

“A sally, Du Guesclin, a sally!” cried Sir Nigel. 
“By Saint Paul! they are in two minds, and a bold rush 
may turn them.” He drew his sword as he spoke and 
darted down the winding stairs, closely followed by his 
four comrades. Ere he was at the first floor, however, he 
threw up his arms and stopped. “Mon Dieu!” he said, 
“we are lost men! ” 

“What then?” cried those behind him. 

“The wall hath fallen in, the stair is blocked, and the 
fire still rages below. By Saint Paul! friends, we have 
fought a very honourable fight, and may say in all 
humbleness that we have done our devoir, but I think 
that we may now go back to the Lady Tiphaine and say 
our orisons, for we have played our parts in this world, 
and it is time that we made ready for another.” 

The narrow pass was blocked by huge stones littered 
in wild confusion over each other, with the blue choking 
smoke reeking up through the crevices. The explosion 
had blown in the wall and cut off the only path by which 
they could descend. Pent in, a hundred feet from earth, 
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with a furnace raging under them and a ravening multi- 
tude all round who thirsted for their blood, it seemed 
indeed as though no men had ever come through such 
peril with their lives. Slowly they made their way back 

5 to the summit, but as they came out upon it, the lady 
Tiphaine darted forward and caught her husband by the 
wrist. 

“ Bertrand,” said she, “hush and listen! I have heard 
the voices of men all singing together in a strange tongue.” 

10 Breathless, they stood and silent, but no sound came 
up to them, save the roar of the flames and the clamour of 
their enemies. 

“Tt cannot be, lady,” said Du Guesclin. “This night 
hath overwrought you, and your senses play you false. 

15 What men are there in this country who would sing in a 
strange tongue?” 

“Hola!” yelled Aylward, leaping suddenly into the air 
with waving hands and joyous face. “I thought I heard 
it ere we went down, and now I hear it again. We are 

20 saved, comrades! By these ten finger-bones, we are saved ! 
It is the marching song of the White Company. Hush!” 

With upraised forefinger and slanting head, he stood 
listening. Suddenly there came swelling up a deep- 
voiced rollicking chorus from somewhere out of the dark- 

25 ness. Never did choice or dainty ditty of Provence or 
Languedoc sound more sweetly in the ears than did the 
rough-tongued Saxon to the six who strained their ears 
from the blazing keep: 


We'll drink all together 
39 To the grey goose feather 
And the land where the grey goose flew. 


“Ha, by my hilt!” shouted Aylward, “it is the dear old 
bow song of the Company. Here come two hundred as 
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tight lads as ever twirled a shaft over their thumb-unails. 
Hark to the dogs, how lustily they sing!” 


, Nearer and clearer, swelling up out of the night, came 
the gay marching lilt : 


What of the bow? 
The bow was made in England, 
Of true wood, of yew-wood, 
The wood of English bows; 
So men who are free 
Love the old yew-tree 10 
And the land where the yew-tree grows. 


On 


What of the cord? 
The cord was made in England : 
A rough cord, a tough cord, 
A cord that bowmen love ; {5 
So we’ll drain our jacks 
To the English flax 
And the land where the hemp was wove. 


What of the shaft ? 
The shaft was cut in England: 20 
A long shaft, a strong shaft, 
Barbed and trim and true; 
So we'll drink altogether 
To the grey goose feather 
And the land where the grey goose flew. 25 


What of the men ? 
The men were bred in England, 
The bowmen, the yeomen. 
The lads of dale and fell. 
Here’s to you and to you, 30 
To the hearts that are true, , 
And the land where the true hearts dwell. 


“They sing very joyfully,” said Du Guesclin, ‘as 
though they were going to a festival.” 

“Tt is their wont when there is work to be done.” 35 

“ By Saint Paul!” quoth Sir Nigel, “it is in my mind 
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that they come too late, for I cannot see how we are to 
come down from this tower.” 

“There they come, the hearts of gold!” cried Aylward. 
“See, they move out from the shadow. Now they cross 

5 the meadow. They are on the further side of the moat. 
Hola, camarades, hola! Johnston, Eccles, Cooke, Howard, 
Bligh! Would ye see a fair lady and two gallant knights 
done foully to death ?” 

“Who is there?” shouted a deep voice from below. 

10 “ Who is this who speaks with an English tongue?” 

“Tt is I,old lad. It is Sam Aylward of the Company ; 
and here is your captain, Sir Nigel Loring, and four others, 
all laid out to be grilled like an Easterling’s herrings.” 

“Curse me if I did not think that it was the style of 

15 speech of old Samkin Aylward,” said the voice, amid a 
buzz from the ranks. ‘ Wherever there are knocks going 
there is Sammy in the heart of it. But who are these ill- 
faced rogues who block the path? To your kennels, 
canaille! What! you dare look us in the eyes? Out 

20 swords, lads, and give them the flat of them! Waste not 
your shafts upon such runagate knaves.” 

There was little fight left in the peasants, however, still 
dazed by the explosion, amazed at their own losses, and 
disheartened by the arrival of the disciplined archers. In 

25 a very few minutes they were in full flight for their brush- 
wood homes, leaving the morning sun to rise upon a 
blackened and blood-stained ruin, where it had left the 
night before the magnificent castle of the Seneschal of 
Auvergne, Already the white lines in the east were 

30 deepening into pink as the archers gathered round the 
keep and took counsel how to rescue the survivors. 

“Had we a rope,” said Alleyne, “there is one side 
which is not yet on fire, down which we might slip.” 

“ But how to get a rope?” 
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“Tt is an old trick,” quoth Aylward. ‘“ Hola! John- 
ston, cast me up a rope, even as you did at Maupertuis in 
the war time.” 

The grizzled archer thus addressed took several lengths 
of rope from his comrades, and knotting them firmly to- 
gether, he stretched them out in the long shadow which 
the rising sun threw from the frowning keep. Then he 
fixed the yewstave of his bow upon end and measured the 
long thin black line which it threw upon the turf. 

“A gix-foot stave throws a twelve-foot shadow,” he 
muttered. “The keep throws a shadow of sixty paces. 
Thirty paces of rope will be enow and to spare. Another 
strand, Watkin! Now pull at the end that all may be 
safe. So! It is ready for them.” 

“But how are they to reach it?” asked the young 
archer beside him. 

“Watch and see, young fool’s-head,” growled the old 
bowman. He took a long string from his pouch and 
fastened one end to an arrow. 

“ All ready, Samkin ?” 

“ Ready, camarade.”’ 

“Close to your hand then.” With an easy pull he 
sent the shaft flickering gently up, falling upon the stone- 
work within a foot of where Aylward was standing. The 
other end was secured to the rope, so that in a minute a 
good strong cord was dangling from the only sound side of 
the blazing and shattered tower. The Lady Tiphaine was 
lowered with a noose drawn fast under the arms, and the 
other five slid swiftly down amid the cheers and joyous 
outery of their rescuers. 
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XXXI. 


How THE WHITE COMPANY RODE INTO THE LAND OF 
SPAIN, 


[After bidding farewell to Du Guesclin Sir Nigel and his men 
set forth to Montpezat, where Sir Claude Latour and the re- 
mainder of the White Company were in camp. Sir Nigel was 
resolved to march to Dax, where the Prince was assembling his 

5 forces ; but Sir Claude preferred to remain in a land of plenty and 
pleasure and refused to join them. In the end only thirteen of 
the free companions sided with Sir Clande, the rest accompanied 
Sir Nigel to Dax and thence to St. Jean Pied du Port, and 
through the defile of Roncesvalles to the Kingdom of N avarre. | 


10 AT five in the cold winter’s morning the bugles were blow- 
ing in the hamlet of St. Jean Pied-du Port, and by six Sir 
Nigel's Company, three hundred strong, were on their 
way for the defile, pushing swiftly in the dim light up the 
steep curving road ; for it was the prince’s order that they 

15 Should be the first to pass through, and that they should 
remain on guard at the further end until the whole army 
had emerged from the mountains. Day was already 
breaking in the east, and the summits of the great peaks 
had turned rosy red, while the valleys still lay in the 

20 shadow, when they found themselves with the cliffs on 
either hand and the long rugged pass stretching away 
before them. 

Sir Nigel rode his great black war-horse at the head of 
his archers, dressed in full armour, with Black Simon 

25 bearing his banner behind him, while Alleyne at his 
bridle-arm carried his blazoned shield and his well-steeled 
ashen spear. <A proud and happy man was the knight, 
and many a time he turned in his saddle to look at the long 
column of bowmen who swung swiftly along behind him. 
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[Whilst the English army was encamped near Pampeluna the 
Prince selected Sir Nigel and his Company for the honourable 
service of riding forth to spy out the numbers and disposition of 
the enemy. Sir Nigel had with him Sir Oliver Buttesthorn and 
other brave knights with their squires. ] 


To the south of Pampeluna in the kingdom of Navarre 
there stretched a high table-land, rising into bare, sterile 
hills, brown or grey in colour, and strewn with huge 
boulders of granite. On the Gascon side of the great 
mountains there had been running streams, meadows, 
forests, and little nestling villages. Here, on the contrary, 
were nothing but naked rocks, poor pasture, and savage 
stone-strewn wastes. Gloomy defiles or barrancas inter- 
sected this wild country with mountain torrents dashing 
and foaming between their rugged sides. The clatter of 
waters, the scream of the eagle, and the howling of wolves 
were the only sounds which broke upon the silence in that 
dreary and inhospitable region. 

Through this wild country it was that Sir Nigel and 
his Company pushed their way, riding at times through 
vast defiles where the brown gnarled cliffs shot up on 
either side of them, and the sky was but a long winding 
blue slit between the clustering lines of box which 
fringed the lips of the precipices; or again leading their 
horses along the narrow and rocky paths worn by the 
muleteers upon the edges of the chasm, where under 
their very elbows they could see the white streak which 
marked the gave which foamed a thousand feet below 
them. 

All the next day they lay in a pine wood near to the 
town of Logrojio, resting their horses and taking counsel 
as to what they should do. Spies had been sent out in 
the morning, and returned after nightfall to say that the 
King of Spain was encamped some fourteen miles off in 
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the direction of Burgos, having with him twenty thousand 
horse and forty-five thousand foot. 
A dry-wood fire had been lit, and round this the leaders 
crouched, the glare beating upon their rugged faces, while 
5 the hardy archers lounged and chatted amid the tethered 
horses, While they munched their scanty provisions. 


[Though Sir Nigel had been successful in obtaining the 
desired information he was unwilling to ride back to the Prince 
without attempting some feat of arms against the great Spanish 

toarmy. A guide led them into a wild ravine, by climbing a low 
ridge, at the lower end of which they could see King Henry’s 
camp. Here the Company remained hidden till nightfall, when 
Sir Nigel, dressed in the armour of a captured Spanish Knight, 
and attended only by Alleyne and two archers, boldly rode into 

15 the Spanish camp, invaded the royal tent and carried off a 
prisoner, whom he supposed to be Henry, but who turned out to 
be merely one of the King’s body-squires. Meanwhile Sir 
William Felton and his men had swept through the enemy’s camp 
and left a trail of death and destruction behind them. The 

20 Spanish were now fully aroused, and no time was to be lost if the 
Company was to rejoin in safety the Prince’s main army. It 
proved, however, to be too late, for a strong mounted force of the 
enemy had already worked round their rear and blocked the exit 
of the gorge. ] 


25 It wasacold bleak morning in the beginning of March, 
and the mist was drifting in dense rolling clouds through 
the passes of the Cantabrian mountains. The Company, 
who had passed the night in a sheltered gully, were 
already astir, some crowding round the blazing fires and 

30 Others romping or leaping over each other’s backs, for 
their limbs were chilled and the air biting. Here and 
there, through the dense haze which surrounded them, 
there loomed out huge pinnacles and jutting boulders of 
rock; while high above the sea of vapour there towered 

35 Up one gigantic peak, with the pink glow of the early 
sunshine upon its snow-capped head. The ground was 
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wet, the rocks dripping, the grass and evergreens sparkling 
with beads of moisture; yet the camp was loud with 
laughter and merriment, for a messenger had ridden in 
from the prince with words of heart-stirring praise for what 
they had done, and with orders that they should still bide 
in the forefront of the army. 

Round one of the fires were clustered four or five of 
the leading men of the archers, cleaning the rust from 
their weapons and glancing impatiently from time to time 
at a great pot which smoked over the blaze. There was 
Aylward squatting cross-legged in his shirt, while he 
serubbed away at his chain-mail brigandine, whistling 
loudly the while. On one side of him sat old Johnston, 
who was busy in trimming the feathers of some arrows to 
his liking; and on the other Hordle John, who lay with 
his great limbs all asprawl, and his headpiece balanced 
upon his uplifted foot. Black Simon of Norwich crouched 
amid the rocks, crooning an Eastland ballad to himself, 
while he whetted his sword upon a flat stone which lay 
across his knees; while beside him sat Alleyne Edricson, 
and Norbury, the silent squire of Sir Oliver, holding out 
their chilled hands towards the crackling faggots. 

The gorge in which they had camped was a mere 
wedge-shaped cleft among the hills, three-quarters of a 
mile deep, with a small rugged rising upon which they 
stood at the further end, and the brown crags walling it 
in on three sides. As the mist parted and the sun broke 
through, it gleamed and shimmered with dazzling bright- 
ness upon the armour and head-pieces of a vast body of 
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horsemen who stretched across the barranca from one cliff 30 


to the other, and extended backwards until their rearguard 
were far out upon the plain beyond. Line after line, and 
rank after rank, they choked the neck of the valley with 
a long vista of tossing pennons, twinkling lances, waving 
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plumes and streaming banderoles, while the curvets and 
gambades of the chargers lent a constant motion and 
shimmer to the glittermg many-coloured mass. A yell of 
exultation, and a forest of waving steel through the length 

5 and breadth of their column, announced that they could 
at last see their entrapped enemies, while the swelling 
notes of a hundred bugles and drums, mixed with the 
clash of Moorish cymbals, broke forth into a proud peal of 
martial triumph. Strange it was to these gallant and 

10 sparkling cavaliers of Spain to look upon this handful of 
men upon the hill, the thin lines of bowmen, the knot of 
knights and men-at-arms with armour rusted and dis- 
coloured from long service, and to learn that these were 
indeed the soldiers whose fame and prowess had been the 

15 camp-fire talk of every army in Christendom. Very still 
and silent they stood leaning upon their bows, while their 
leaders took counsel together in front of them. Gravely 
and sedately they stood beneath the morning sun waiting 
for the onslaught of their foemen, 


ARCs 
How tHe WHITE CoMPANY sToop AT Bay. 


zo “ By Saint Paul!” said Sir Nigel, gazing with puckered 
eye down the valley, “ there appear to be some very worthy 
people among them.” 
As he spoke, the two wings of the Spanish host, con- 
sisting of the Knights of Calatrava on the one side and of 
25 Santiago upon the other, came swooping swiftly down the 
valley, while the main body followed more slowly behind. 
Five hundred paces from the English the two great bodies 
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of horse crossed each other, and sweeping round in a curve, 
retired in feigned confusion towards their centre. Often 
in bygone wars had the Moors tempted the hot- blooded 
Spaniards from their places of strength by such pretended 
flights, but there were men upon the hill to whom every 5 
ruse and trick of war were as their daily trade and practice. 
Again and ever nearer came the rallying Spaniards, and 
again with cry of fear and stooping bodies they swerved 
off to right and left, but the English still stood stolid and 
observant among their rocks. 10 

When at last the clang of the bugles announced the 
Spanish onset, the islanders were ready and eager for the 
encounter. With feet firmly planted, their sleeves rolled 
back to give free play to their muscles, their long yellow 
bow-staves in their left hands, and their quiver eee to 15 
the front, they had waited in the four-deep harrow forma- 
tion which gave strength to their array, and yet permitted 
every man to draw his arrow freely without harm to those 
in front. Aylward and Johnston had been engaged in 
throwing light tufts of grass into the air to gauge the 20 
wind force, “and a hoarse -whieper passed down ‘the ranks 
from the file-leaders to the men, with scraps of advice and 
admonition. 

“Do not shoot outside the fifteen-score paces,” cried 
Johnston. “We may need all our shafts ere we have done 25 
with them.” 

“ Better to overshoot than to undershoot,” added Ayl- 
ward, “Better to strike the rearguard than to feather a 
shaft in the earth.” 

“Loose quick and on when the 
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Alleyne, standing with his sword drawn amidst the 
archers, saw a long toss and heave of the glittering 
squadrons. Then the front ranks began to surge slowly 
forward, to trot, to canter, to gallop, and in an instant the 

5 Whole vast array was hurtling onward, line after line, the 
air full of the thunder of their cries, the ground shaking 
with the beat of their hoofs, the valley choked with the 
rushing torrent of steel, topped by the waving plumes, 
the slanting spears and the fluttering banderoles. On 

1o they swept over the level and up to the slope, ere they 
met the blinding storm of the English arrows. Down 
went whole ranks. in a whirl of mad confusion, horses 
plunging and kicking, bewildered men falling, rising, 
staggering on or back, while ever new lines of horsemen 

15 came spurring through the gaps and urged their chargers 
up the fatal slope. All around him Alleyne could hear 
the stern short orders of the master-bowmen, while the _ 
air was filled with the keen twanging of the strings and 
the swish and fatter of the shafts. Right across the foot 

20 of the hill there had sprung up a long wall of struggling 
horses and stricken men, which ever grew and heightened 
as fresh squadrons poured on to the attack. One young 
knight on a grey jennet leaped over his fallen comrades 
and galloped swiftly up the hill, shrieking loudly upon 

25 Saint James, ere he fell within a spear-length of the 
English line, with the feathers of arrows thrusting out 
from every crevice and joint of his armour. So for five 
long minutes the gallant horsemen of Spain and of France 
strove ever and again to force a passage until the wailing 

30 note of a bugle called them back, and they rode slowly 
out of bow-shot, leaving their best and their bravest in 
the ghastly blood-mottled heap behind them. . 

But there was little rest for the victors. Whilst the 
knights had charged them in front the slingers had crept 
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round upon either flank and had gained a footing upon 

the cliffs and behind the outlying rocks. A storm of 

stones broke suddenly upon the defenders, who, drawn up 

in lines upon the exposed summit, offered a fair mark to 

their hidden foes. Johnston, the old archer, was struck 5 
upon the temple and fell dead without a groan, while 
fifteen of his bowmen and six of the men-at-arms were 
struck down at the same moment. The others lay on 
their faces to avoid the deadly hail, while at each side of 
the plateau a fringe of bowmen exchanged shots with the 
slingers and cross-bowmen among the rocks, aiming 
mainly at those who had swarmed up the cliffs, and bursting 
into laughter and cheers when a well-aimed shaft brought 
one of their opponents toppling down from his lofty perch. 

“T think, Nigel,” said Sir Oliver, striding across to the 15 
little knight, “that we should all acquit ourselves better 
had we our none-meat, for the sun is high in the heaven.” 

“Not so, Oliver,’ quoth Sir Nigel, “it is not to be 
thought of, for we have nothing with us upon the hill.” 

“Nigel!” cried Sir Simon Burley, hurrying up with 20 
consternation upon his face, “ Aylward tells me that there 
are not ten-score arrows left in all their sheaves. See! 
they are springing from their horses, and cutting their 
sollerets that they may rush upon us. Might we not even 
now make a retreat ?” 25 

“My soul will retreat from my body first !” cried the 
little knight. “ Here I am, and here I bide, while God 
gives me strength to lift a sword.” 

“And so say I!” shouted Sir Oliver, throwing his 
mace high into the air and catching it again by the 30 
handle. 

“To your arms, men!” roared Sir Nigel. “Shoot 
while you may, and then out sword, and let us live or 
die together ! ” 
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y. SG. THEE 
How AYLWARD LED A WING IN A STRICKEN FIELD. 


THEN uprose from the hill in the rugged Cantabrian 
valley a sound such as had not been heard in those parts 
before, nor was again, until the streams which rippled 
amid the rocks had been frozen by over four hundred 

5 winters and thawed by as many returning springs. Deep 
and full and strong it thundered down the ravine, the 
fierce battle-call of a warrior race, the last stern welcome 
to whoso should join with them in that world-old game 
where the stake is death. Thrice it swelled forth and 

10 thrice it sank away, echoing and reverberating amidst the 
crags. Then, with set faces, the Company rose up among 
the storm of stones, and looked down upon the thousands 
who sped swiftly up the slope against them. Horse and 
spear had been set aside, but on foot, with sword and 

15 battle-axe, their broad shields slung in front of them, the 
chivalry of Spain rushed to the attack. 

And now arose a struggle so fell, so long, so evenly 
sustained, that even now the memory of it js handed down 
amongst the Cantabrian mountaineers, and the ill-omened 

20 knoll is still pointed out by fathers to their children as the 
“Altura de los Ingleses,” where the men from across the 
sea fought the great fight with the knights of the south. 
The last arrow was quickly shot, nor could the slingers 
hurl their stones, so close were friend and foe. From side 

25 to side stretched the thin line of the English, lightly armed 
and quick-footed, while against it stormed and raged the 
pressing throng of fiery Spaniards and of gallant Bretons. 
The clink of crossing sword-blades, the dull thudding of 
heavy blows, the panting and gasping of Weary and 
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wounded men, all rose together in a wild long-drawn 
note, which swelled upwards to the ears of the wondering 
peasants who looked down from the edges of the cliffs 
upon the swaying turmoil of the battle beneath them. 
Back and forward reeled the leopard banner, now borne up 
the slope by the rush and weight of the onslaught, now 
pushing downwards again as Sir Nigel, Burley, and Black 
Simon, with their veteran men-at-arms flung themselves 
madly into the fray. Alleyne, at his lord’s right hand, 
found himself swept hither and thither in the desperate 
struggle, exchanging savage thrusts one instant with a 
Spanish cavalier, and the next torn away by the whirl of 
men and dashed up against some new antagonist. To the 
right Sir Oliver, Aylward, Hordle John, and the bowmen 
of the Company fought furiously against the monkish 
Knights of Santiago, who were led up the hill by their 
prior—a great deep-chested man, who wore a brown 
monastic habit over his suit of mail. Three archers he 
slew in three giant strokes, but Sir Oliver flung his arms 
round him, and the two, staggering and straining, reeled 
backwards and fell, locked in each other’s grasp, over the 
edge of the steep cliff which flanked the hill. In vain his 
knights stormed and raved against the thin line which 
barred their path; the sword of Aylward and the great 
axe of John gleamed in the forefront of the battle, and the 
huge jagged pieces of rock, hurled by the strong arms 
of the bowmen, crashed and hurtled amid their ranks, 
Slowly they gave back down the hill, the archers stall 
hanging upon their skirts, with a long litter of writhing 
and twisted figures to mark the course which they had 
taken. At the same instant the Welshmen upon the left, 
led on by the Scotch earl, had charged out from among the 
rocks which sheltered them, and by the fury of their out- 
fall had driven the Spaniards in front of thern in headlong 
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flight down the hill. In the centre only things seemed to 
be going ill with the defenders. Black Simon was down 
—dying, as he would wish to have died, like a grim old 
wolf in its lair—with a ring of his slain around him. 
Twice Sir Nigel had been overborne, and twice Alleyne 
had fought over him until he had staggered to his feet 
once more. Burley lay senseless, stunned by a blow from 
a mace, and half of the men-at-arms lay littered upon the 
ground around him. Sir Nigel’s shield was broken, his 
erest shorn, his armour cut and smashed, and the vizor 
torn from his helmet; yet he sprang hither and thither 
with light foot and ready hand, engaging two Bretons and 
a Spaniard at the same instant—thrusting, stooping, dash- 
ing in, springing out—while Alleyne still fought by his 
side, stemming with a handful of men the fierce tide which 
surged up against them. Yet it would have fared ill with 
them had not the archers from either side closed in upon 
the flanks of the attackers, and pressed them very slowly 
and foot by foot down the long slope, until they were on 
the plain once more, where their fellows were already 
rallying for a fresh assault. 

But terrible indeed was the cost at which the last had 
been repelled. Of the three hundred and seventy men 
who had held the crest, one hundred and seventy-two 
were left standing, many of whom were sorely wounded 
and weak from loss of blood. 

Sir Nigel looked about him at his shattered ranks, and 
his face flushed with a soldier’s pride. 

“By Saint Paul!” he cried, “I have fought in many 
a little bickering, but never one that I would be more 
loth to have missed than this. But you are wounded, 
Alleyne ? ” 

“It is nought,” answered his squire, staunching the 
blood which dripped from a sword-cut across his forehead. 
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“These gentlemen of Spain seem to be most courteous 
and worthy people. I see that they are already forming 
to continue this debate with us. Form up the bowmen 
two deep instead of four. By my faith; some very brave 

5 men have gone from among us. Aylward, you are a trusty 
soldier, for all that your shoulder has never felt accolade, 
nor your heels worn the gold spurs. Do you take charge 
of the right ; I will hold the centre, and you, my Lord of 
Angus, the left.” 

10 “Ho! for Sir Samkin Aylward!” cried a rough voice 
among the archers, and a roar of laughter greeted their 
new leader. 

“ By my hilt!” said the old bowman, “I never thought 
to lead a wing in a stricken field. Stand close, camarades, 

15 for, by these finger-bones! we must play the man this day.” 

“Come hither, Alleyne,” said Sir Nigel, walking back 
to the edge of the cliff which formed the rear of their 
position. “And you, Norbury,” he continued, beckoning 
to the squire of Sir Oliver, “do you also come here.” 

20 The two squires hurried across to him, and the three 
stood looking down into the rocky ravine which lay a 
hundred and fifty feet beneath them. 

“The prince must hear of how things are with us,” 
said the knight. “ Another onfall we may withstand, but 

25 they are many and we are few, so that the time must 
come when we can no longer form line across the hill. 
Yet if help were brought us we might hold the crest until 
it comes. See yonder horses which stray among the rocks 
beneath us?” 

30 “T see them, my fair lord.” . 

“And see yonder path which winds along the hill 
upon the further end of the valley ?” 

“T see it.” 

“Were you on. those horses, and riding up yonder 
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track, steep and rough as it is, I think that ye might gain 
the. valley beyond. Then on to the prince, and tell him 
how we fare.” | 

“But, my fair lord, how can we hope to reach the 
horses ?” asked Norbury. 5 

“Ye cannot go round to them, for they would be upon 
ye ere ye could come to them. Think ye that ye have 
heart enough to clamber down this cliff?” 

“Had we but a rope.” 

“There is one here. It is but one hundred feet long, to 
and for the rest ye must trust to God and to your fingers. 
Can you try it, Alleyne?” ) 

“With all my heart, my dear lord; but how can I 
leave you in such a strait?” 

“Nay, it is to serve me that ye go. And you, 15 
Norbury ?” 

The silent squire said nothing, but he took up the 
‘rope, and, having examined it, he tied one end firmly 
round a projecting rock. Then he cast off his breastplate, 
thighpieces, and greaves, while Alleyne followed his 2° 


example. 
“Tell Chandos, or Calverley, or Knolles, should the 
prince have gone forward,” cried Sir Nigel. “Now may 


God speed ye, for ye are brave and worthy men.” 


XXALV. 
How tHe White CoMPANY CAME TO BE DISBANDED. 


Iv was, indeed, a task which might make the heart of 25 
the bravest sink within him. The thin cord, dangling 
down the face of the brown cliff, seemed from above to 
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reach little more than halfway down it. Beyond stretched 
the rugged rock, wet and shiny, with a green tuft here 
and there thrusting out from it, but little sign of ridge or 
foothold. Far below the jagged points of the boulders 
5 bristled up, dark and menacing. Norbury tugged thrice 
with all his strength upon the cord, and then lowered 
himself over the edge, while a hundred anxious faces 
peered over at him as he slowly clambered downwards to 
the end of the rope. Twice he stretched out his foot, and 
10 twice he failed to reach the point at which he aimed, but 
even as he swung himself for a third effort a stone from a 
sling buzzed like a wasp from amid the rocks and struck 
him full upon the side of his head. His grasp relaxed, 
his feet slipped, and in an instant he was a crushed and 
15 mangled corpse upon the sharp ridges beneath him. 

“If I have no better fortune,” said Alleyne, leading 
Sir Nigel aside, “I pray you, my dear lord, that you will 
give my humble service to the Lady Maude, and say to 
her that I was ever her true servant and most unworthy 

20 cavalier.” 

The old knight said no word, but he put a hand on 
either shoulder, and kissed his squire, with the tears 
shining in his eyes. Alleyne sprang to the rope, and 
sliding swiftly down, soon found himself at its extremity. 

25 From above it seemed as though rope and cliff were well- 
nigh touching, but now, when swinging a hundred feet 
down, the squire found that he could scarce reach the face 
of the rock with his foot, and that it was as smooth as 
glass, with no resting-place where a mouse could stand. 

30 Some three feet lower, however, his eye lit on a long 
jagged crack which slanted downwards, and this he must 
reach if he would save not only his own poor life but that 
of the eight score men above him. Yet it were madness 
to spring for that narrow slit with nought but the wet 
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smooth rock to cling to, He swung for a moment, full of 
thought, and even as he hung there another of the hellish 
stones sang through his curls, and struck a chip from the 
face of the cliff. Up he clambered a few feet, drew up 
the loose end after him, unslung his belt, held on with 
knee and with elbow while he spliced the long tough 
leathern belt to the end of the cord; then lowering him- 
self as far as he could go, he swung backwards and for- 
wards until his hand reached the crack, when he left the 
rope and clung to the face of the cliff. Another stone 
struck him on the side, and he heard a sound like a break- 
ing stick, with a keen stabbing pain which shot through 


his chest. Yet it was no time now to think of pain or 


ache. ‘There was his lord and his eight score comrades, 
and they must be plucked from the jaws of death. On 
he clambered, with his hands shuffling down the long 
sloping crack, sometimes bearing all his weight upon his 
arms, at others finding some small shelf or tuft on which 
to rest his foot. Would he never pass over that fifty feet ? 
He dared not look down, and could but grope slowly 
onwards, his face to the cliff, his fingers clutching, his feet 
scraping and feeling for a support. Every vein and crack 
and mottling of that face of rock remained for ever stamped 
upon his memory. At last, however, his foot came upon 
a broad resting-place, and he ventured to cast a glance 
downwards. Thank God! he had reached the highest of 
those fatal pinnacles upon which his comrade had fallen. 
Quickly now he sprang frorn rock to rock until his feet 
were on the ground, and he had his hand stretched out for 
the horse’s rein, when a sling-stone struck him on the 
head, and he dropped senseless upon the ground. 

An evil blow it was for Alleyne, but a worse one still 
for him who struck it. The Spanish slinger, seeing the 
youth lie slain, and judging from his dress that he was no 
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common man, rushed forward to plunder him, knowing 
well that the bowmen above him had expended their last 
shaft. He was still three paces, however, from his victim’s 
side when John upon the cliff above plucked up a huge 
boulder, and, poising it for an instant, dropped it with 
fatal aim upon the slipger beneath him. It struck upon 
his shoulder, and hurled him, crushed and screaming, to 
the ground, while Alleyne, recalled to his senses by these 
shrill cries in his very ear, staggered on to his feet and 
gazed wildly about him. His eyes fell upon the horses 
grazing upon the scanty pasture, and in an instant all had 
come back to him—his mission, his comrades, the need 
for haste. He was dizzy, sick, faint, but he must not die, 
and he must not tarry, for his life meant many lives that 
day. In an instant he was in his saddle and spurring 
down the valley. 

Loud rang the swift charger’s hoofs over rock and reef, 
while the fire flew from the stroke of iron, and the loose 
stones showered up behind him. But his head was whirl- 
ing round, the blood was gushing from his brow, his 
temple, his mouth. Ever keener and sharper was the 
deadly pain which shot like a red-hot arrow through his 
side. He felt that his eye was glazing, his senses slipping 
from him, his grasp upon the reins relaxing. Then, with 
one mighty effort, he called up all his strength for a single 
minute. Stooping down he loosened the stirrup-straps, 
bound his knees tightly to his saddle flaps, twisted his 
hands in the bridle, and then, putting the gallant horse’s 
head for the mountain path, he dashed the spurs in and 
fell forward fainting, with his face buried in the coarse 
black mane. 

Little could he ever remember of that wild ride. Half 
conscious, but ever with one thought beating in his mind, 
he goaded the horse onwards, rushing swiftly down steep 
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ravines, over huge boulders, along the edges of black 
abysses. Dim memories he had of beetling cliffs, of a 
group of huts with wondering faces at the doors, of foam- 
ing, clattering water, and of a bristle of mountain beeches. 
5 Once, ere he had ridden far, he heard behind him three 
deep sullen shouts, which told him that his comrades had 
set their faces to the foe once more. Then all was blank, 
until he woke to find kindly blue English eyes peering 
down upon him and to hear the blessed sound of his — 
10 country’s speech. 

They were but a foraging party—a hundred archers and 
as any men-at-arms—but their leader was Sir Hugh 
Calverley, and he was not a man to bide idle when good 
blows were to be had not three leagues from him. A scout 

15 was sent flying with a message to the camp, and Sir Hugh, 
with his two hundred men, thundered off to the rescue. 
With them went Alleyne, still bound to his saddle, still 
dripping with blood, and swooning and recovering, and 
swooning once again. On they rode, and on, until, at 

20 last, topping a ridge, they looked down upon the fateful 
valley. Alas! and alas! for the sight that met their 
eyes. 

There, beneath them, was the blood-bathed hill, and 
from the highest pinnacle there flaunted the yellow and 

25 white banner with the lions and the towers of the royal 
house of Castile. Up the long slope rushed ranks and 
ranks of men—exultant, shouting, with waving pennons 
and brandished arms. Over the whole summit were dense 
throngs of knights, with no enemy that could be seen to 

30 face them, save only that at one corner of the plateau an 
eddy and swirl amid the crowded mass seemed to show 
that all resistance was not yet at anend. At the sight a 
deep groan of rage and of despair went up from. the 
baffled rescuers, and, spurring on their horses, they 
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clattered down the long and winding path which led to 
the valley beneath. 

But they were too late to avenge, as they had been too 
late to save. Long ere they could gain the level ground, 
the Spaniards, seeing them riding swiftly amid the rocks, 
and being ignorant of their numbers, drew off from the 
captured hill, and, having secured their few prisoners, rode 
slowly in a long column, with drum-beating and cymbal- 
clashing, out of the valley. Their rear ranks were already 
passing out of sight ere the new-comers were urging their 
panting, foaming horses up the slope which had been the 
scene of that long-drawn and bloody fight. 

And a fearsome sight it was that met their eyes! 
Across the lower end lay the dense heap of men and horses 
where the first arrowstorm had burst. In the further 
corner, under the shadow of a great rock, there crouched 
seven bowmen, with great John in the centre of them—all 
wounded, weary, and in sorry case, but still unconquered, 
with their blood-stained weapons waving and their voices 
ringing a welcome to their countrymen. Alleyne rode 
across to John, while Sir Hugh Calverley followed close 
behind him. 

“By Saitit George!” cried Sir Hugh, “I have never 
seen signs of so stern a fight, and I am right glad that we 
have been in time to save you.” 

“You have saved more than us,” said John, pointing to 
the banner which leaned against the rock behind him. 

“You have done nobly,” cried the old Free Companion, 
gazing with a soldier's admiration at the huge frame and 
bold face of the archer. “ But why is it, my good fellow, 
that you sit upon this man?” 

“By the rood! I had forgot him,” John answered, ris- 
ing and dragging from under him no less a person than the 
Spanish caballero, Don Diego Alvarez. “ This man, my fair 
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lord, means to me a new house, ten cows, one bull—if it be 
but a little one—a grindstone, and I know not what beside ; 
so that I thought it well to sit upom him, lest he should 
take a fancy to leave me.” 

5 “Tell me, John,” said Alleyne, faintly, “ where is my 
dear lord, Sir Nigel Loring ?” 

“He is dead, I fear. I saw them throw his body 
across a horse and ride away with it, but I fear the life 
had gone from him.”’ 

10  “ Now woe worth me! And where is Aylward?” 

“ He sprang upon a riderless horse and rode after Sir 
Nigel to save him. I saw them throng around him, and he 
is either taken or slain.” 

“Blow the bugles!” cried Sir Hugh, with a scowling 

15 brow. ‘“ We must back to camp, and ere three days I trust 
that we may see these Spaniards again. I would fain have 
ye all in my company.” 

“We are of the White Company, my fair lord,” said 
John. 

20 “ Nay, the White Company is here disbanded,” answered 
Sir Hugh, solemnly, looking round him at the lines of silent 
figures. “ Look to the brave squire, for I fear that he wiii 
never see the sun rise again.” 


Ak wis 
Or THE HOME-COMING TO HAMPSHIRE. 


It was a bright July morning four months after that fata} 
z5 fight in the Spanish barraneca. A blue heaven stretched 
above. a green rolling plain undulated below, intersected 
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with hedgerows and flecked with grazing sheep. The sun 
was yet low in the heaven, and the red cows stood in the 
long shadow of the elms, chewing the cud and gazing with 
great vacant eyes at two horsemen who were spurring it 
down the long white road which dipped and curved away 
back to where the towers and pinnacles beneath the flat- 
topped hill marked the old town of Winchester. 

Of the riders, one was young, graceful, and fair, clad in 
piain doublet and hosen of blue Brussels cloth, which 
served to show his active and well-knit figure. A flat 
velvet cap was drawn forward to keep the glare from his 
eyes, and he rode with lips compressed and anxious face, 
as one who has much care upon his mind. - Young as he 
was, and peaceful as was his dress, the dainty golden spurs 
which twinkled upon his heels proclaimed his knighthood, 
while a long seam upon his brow and a scar upon his 
temple gave a manly grace to his refined and delicate 
countenance. His comrade was a large red-haired man 
upon a great black horse, with a huge canvas bag slung 
from his saddle-bow, which jingled and clinked with every 
movement of his steed. His broad brown face was lighted 
up by a continual smile, and he looked slowly from side 
to side with eyes which twinkled and shone with delight. 
Well might John rejoice, for was he not back in his native 
Hampshire, had he not Don Diego’s five thousand crowns 
rasping against his knee, and above all was he not himself 
squire now to Sir Alleyne Edricson, the young Socman of 
Minstead, lately knighted by the sword of the Black 
Prince himself, and esteemed by the whole army as one 
of the most rising of the soldiers of England ? 

For the last stand of the Company had been told 
throughout Christendom wherever a brave deed of arms 
was loved, and honours had flowed in upon the few who 
had survived it. For two months Alleyne had wavered 
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betwixt death and life, with a broken rib and a shattered 
head, yet youth and strength and a cleanly life were all 
upon his side, and he awoke from his long delirium to find 
that the war was over, that the Spaniards and their allies 
; had been crushed at Navaretta, and that the prince had 
himself heard the tale of his ride for succour, and had 
come in person to his bedside to touch his shoulder with 
his sword, and to ensure that so brave and true a man 
should die, if he could not live, within the order of chivalry. 

1o The instant that he could set foot to ground, Alleyne had 
started in search of his lord, but no word could he hear of 
him, dead or alive, and he had come home now sad-hearted 
in the hope of raising money upon his estates and so 
starting upon his quest once more. Landing at London 

15 he had hurried on with a mind full of care, for he had 
heard no word from Hampshire, except a short note 
from Father Christopher, which was delivered to Sir Nigel 
shortly before the last fight, in which was announced the 
death of the Socman of Minstead, and that the Lady 

20 Loring and the Lady Maude were in good health. 

“ By the rood!” cried John, looking around him exul- 
tantly, “ where have we seen since we left such noble 
cows, such fleecy sheep, grass so green, or a man so drunk 
as yonder rogue who lies in the gap of the hedge?” 

25 “ Ah, John,” Alleyne answered wearily, “it is well for 
you, but I never thought that my home-coming would be 
so sada one. My heart is heavy for my dear lord and for 
Aylward, and I know not how I may break the news to 
the Lady Mary and to the Lady Maude, if they have not 

30 yet had tidings of it.” 

John gave a groan which made the horses shy. “It 
is indeed a black business,” said he. “ But be not sad, for 
I shall give half these crowns to my old mother, and half 
will I add to the money which you may have, and so we 
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shall buy that yellow cog wherein we sail to Bordeaux, 
and in it we shall go forth and seek Sir Nigel.” 

Ere Alleyne could answer there swung round the 
curve of the road a lady’s carriage drawn by three horses 
abreast with a postilion upon the outer one. Very fine 
and rich it was, with beams painted and gilt, wheels and 
spokes carved in strange figures, and over all an arched 
cover of red and white tapestry. Beneath its shade 
there sat a stout and elderly lady in a pink céte-hardve, 
leaning back among a pile of cushions, and plucking out 
her eyebrows with a small pair of silver tweezers. None 
could seem more safe and secure and at her ease than this 
lady, yet here also was a symbol of human life, for in an 
instant, even as Alleyne reined aside to let the carriage 
pass, a wheel flew out from among its fellows, and over it 
all toppled—carving, tapestry and gilt—in one wild heap, 
with the horses plunging, the postilion shouting, and the 
lady screaming from within. In an instant Alleyne and 
John were on foot, and had lifted her forth all in a shake 
with fear, but little the worse for her mischance. 

“Now woe worth me!” she cried, “and ill fall on 
Michael Easover of Romsey! for I told him that the pin 
was loose, and yet he must needs gainsay me, like the 
foolish daffe that he is.” 7 

“T trust that you have taken no hurt, my fair lady,” 
said Alleyne, conducting her to the bank, upon which 
John had already placed a cushion. 

“Nay, I have had no scath, though I have lost my 
silver tweezers. Now, lack-a-day! did God ever put 
breath into such a fool as Michael Easover of Romsey ? 
But I am much beholden to you, gentle sirs. Soldiers ye 
are, as one may readily see. I am myself a soldier's 
daughter, and my heart ever goes out to a brave man.” 

“ We are indeed fresh from Spain,” quoth Alleyne. 
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“From Spain, say you? Ah! it was an ill and sorry 
thing that so many should throw away the lives that 
Heaven gave them. In sooth, it.is bad for those who fall 
but worse for those who bide behind. I have but now bid 

5 farewell to one who hath lost all in this cruel war.” 

“ And how that, lady?” 

“She is a young damsel of these parts, and she goes 
now into a nunnery. Alack! it is not a year since she 
was the fairest maid from Avon to Itchen, and now it was 

1o more than I could abide to wait at Romsey Nunnery to 
see her put the white veil wpon her face, for she was made 
for a wife and not for the cloister. Did you ever, gentle 
sir, hear of a body of men called ‘The White Company ’ 
over yonder ?” 

15 “Surely so,” cried both the comrades. 

“Her father was the leader of it, and her lover served 
under him as squire. News hath come that not one of 
the Company was left alive, and so, poor lamb, she 
hath ss 

20 “Lady!” cried Alleyne, with catching breath, “is it 
the Lady Maude Loring of whom you speak ?” 

“Tt is, in sooth.” 

“Maude! Andinanunnery! Did, then, the thought 
of her father’s death so move her ?” 

25 “Her father!” cried the lady, smiling. “ Nay; Maude 
is a good daughter, but 1 think it was this young golden- 
haired squire of whom I have heard who has made her 
turn her back upon the world.” 

“And J stand talking here!” cried Alleyne, wildly. 

30 “Come, John, come!” 
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XXXVI. 
How THE LOST WERE FOUND. 


Rusutnc to his horse, he swung himself into the saddle, 
and was off down the road in a rolling cloud of dust as fast 
as his good steed could bear him. 

Great had been the rejoicing amid the Romsey nuns 
when the Lady Maude Loring had craved admission into 
their order—for was she not sole child and heiress of the 
old knight, with farms and fiefs which she could bring to 
the great nunnery? Long and earnest had been the talks 
of the gaunt lady abbess, in which she had conjured the 
young novice to turn for ever from the world, and to rest 
her bruised heart under the broad and peaceful shelter of 
the Church. And now, when all was settled, and when 
abbess and lady superior had had their will, it was but 
fitting that some pomp and show should mark the glad 
occasion. Hence was it that the good burghers of 
Romsey were all in the streets, that gay flags and flowers 
brightened the path from the nunnery to the church, and 
that a long procession wound up to the old arch door. 
There was lay-sister Agatha with the high gold crucifix, 
and the three incense-bearers, and the two-and-twenty 
garbed in white, who cast flowers upon either side of them 
and sang sweetly the while. Then, with four attendants, 
came the novice, her drooping head wreathed with white 
blossoms, and, behind, the abbess and her council of older 
nuns. 

But alas! for plots and plans when love and youth and 
nature, and, above all, fortune are arrayed against them. 
Who is this travel-stained youth who dares to ride so 
madly through the lines of staring burghers? Why does 
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he fling himself from his horse and stare so strangely 
about him? See how he has rushed through the incense- 
bearers, thrust aside lay-sister Agatha, scattered the two- 
and-twenty damosels who sang so sweetly—and he stands 
5 before the novice with his hands outstretched, and his 
face shining, and the light of love in his grey eyes. Her 
foot is on the very threshold of the church, and yet he 
bars the way—and she, she thinks no more of the wise 
words and holy rede of the lady abbess, but she hath 
10 given a sobbing cry and hath fallen forward with his arms 
around her drooping body and her wet cheek upon his 
breast. 
Very quiet was the wedding in the old priory church at 
Christchurch, where Father Christopher read the service, 
15 and there were few to see save the Lady Loring and John, 
and a dozen bowmen from the castle. The Lady of Twyn- 
ham had drooped and pined for weary months, so that her 
face was harsher and less comely than before, yet she 
still hoped on, for her lord had come through so many 
2o dangers that she could scarce believe that he might be 
stricken down at last. It had been her wish to start for 
Spain and to search for him, but Alleyne had persuaded 
her to let him go in her place. There was much to look 
after, now that the lands of Minstead were joined to those 
25 of Twynham, and Alleyne had promised her that if she 
would but bide with his wife he would never come back to 
Hampshire again until he had gained some news, good or 
ill, of her lord and lover. 
The yellow cog had been engaged, with Goodwin Haw- 
3o tayne in command, and a month after the wedding Alleyne 
rode down to Bucklershard to see if she had come round 
yet from Southampton. On the way he passed the fishing 
village of Pitt’s Deep, and marked that a little creyer or 
brig was tacking off the land, as though about to anchor 
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there. On his way back, as he rode towards the village, 
he saw that she had indeed anchored and that many boats 
were round her, bearing cargo to the shore. 

A bow-shot from Pitt’s Deep there was an inn a little 
back from the road, very large and widespread, witha great 5 
green bush hung upon a pole from one of the upper 
windows. At this window he marked, as he rode up, that 
a man was seated who appeared to be craning his neck in 
his direction. Alleyne was still looking up at him, when 
a woman came rushing from the open door of the inn, and 10 
made as though she would climb a tree, looking back the 
while with a laughing face. Wondering what these doings 
might mean, Alleyne tied his horse to a tree, and was 
walking amid the trunks towards the inn, when there shot 
from the entrance a second woman who made also for the 15 
trees. Close at her heels came a burly, prown-faced man, 
who leaned against the door-post and laughed loudly with 
his hand to his side. 

« Ah, mes belles!” he cried, and is it thus you treat 
me? Ah, mes petites! I swear by these finger-bones 20 
that I would not hurt a hair of your pretty heads ; but I 
have been among the black paynim, and, by my hilt! it 
does me good to look at your English cheeks. Come, drink 
a stoup of muscadine with me, mes anges, for my heart 1s 
warm to be among ye again.” 25 

At the sight of the man Alleyne had stood staring, but 
at the sound of his voice such a thrill of joy bubbled up in 
his heart that he had to bite his lip to keep himself from 
shouting outright. But a deeper pleasure yet was in store. 
Even as he looked, the window above was pushed outwards, 30 
and the voice of the man whom he had seen there came 
out from it. - 

“ Aylward,’ cried the voice, “I have seen just now a 
very worthy person come down the road, though my eyes 
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could scarce discern whether he carried coat-armour. I 
pray you to wait upon him and to tell him that a very 
humble knight of England abides here, so that if he be in 
need of advancement, or have any small vow upon his soul, 

; or desire to exalt his lady, I may help him to accomplish 
it,” 

Aylward at this order came shuffling forward amid the 
trees, and in an instant the two men were clinging in each 
other’s arms, laughing and shouting and patting each other 

ro in their delight; while old Sir Nigel came running with 
his sword, under the impression that some small bickering 
had broken out, only to embrace and be embraced himself, 
until all three were hoarse with their questions and out- 
cries and congratulations. 

15 On their journey home through the woods Alleyne 
learnt their wondrous story, how when Sir Nigel came to 
his senses, he with his fellow-captive had been hurried to 
the coast, and conveyed by sea to their captor’s castle; 
how upon the way they had been taken by a Barbary 

20 rover, and. how they exchanged their light captivity for a 
seat on a galley bench and hard labour at the pirate’s 
oars; how, in the port of Barbary, Sir Nigel had slain the 
Moorish captain, and had swum, with Aylward, to a small 
coaster which they had taken and so made their way to 

25 England with a rich cargo to reward them for their toils, 
All this Alleyne listened to, until the dark keep of Twyn- 
ham towered above them in the gloaming, and they saw 
the red sun lying athwart the rippling Avon. No need to 
speak of the glad hearts at Twynham Castle that night, 

30 nor of the rich offerings from out of that Moorish cargo 
which found their way to the chapel of Father Christopher. 

Sir Nigel Loring lived for many years, full of honour 
and laden with every blessing. He rode no more to the 
wars, but he found his way to every jousting within thirty 
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miles ; and the Hampshire youth treasured it as the highest 
honour when a word of praise fell from him as to their 

} management of their horses, or their breaking of their 
lances. So he lived and so he died, the most revered and 
the happiest man in all his native shire. 5 

For Sir Alleyne Edricson and for his beautiful bride 
the future had also naught but what was good. Twice he 
fought in France, and came back each time laden with 
honours. A high place at court was given to him, and he 
spent many years at Windsor under the second Richard 
and the fourth Henry—where he received the honour of 
the Garter, and won the name of being a brave soldier, a 
true-hearted gentleman, and a great lover and patron of 
every art and science which refines or ennobles life. 

As to John, he took unto himself a village maid, and 15 
settled in Lyndhurst, where his five thousand crowns made 
him the richest franklin for many miles around. For 
many years he drank his ale every night at the “ Pied 
Merlin,” which was now kept by his friend Aylward, who 
had wedded the good widow to whom he had committed 20 
his plunder. The strong men and the bowmen of the 
country round used to drop in there of an evening to 
wrestle a fall with John or to shoot a round with Aylward ; 
but though a silver shilling was to be the prize of the 
victor, it has never been reported that any man earned 25 
much money in that fashion. So they lived, these men 
in their own lusty, cheery fashion—rude and rough, but 
honest, kindly, and true. Let us thank God if we have 
outgrown their vices. Let us pray to God that we may 
ever hold their virtues. The sky may darken, and the 30 
clouds may gather, and again the day may come when 
Britain may have sore need of her children, on whatever 
shore of the sea they be found. Shall they not muster at 
her call ? 
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HOW ALLEYNE CAME FORTH FROM THE FOLD. 


Beau'-lieu or Bewley, a small place between Lymington and Southampton, is the site 
of a Cisterciau Priory, founded by King Jobn, in 1204. 

the forest, Beaulieu lies at the south-east edge of the New Forest. 

Black’-down, in the forest north and Exe south of Beaulieu, both within sound of 
the Priory bells. 

bit’-tern, a long-legged marsh bird, whose strange bellowing sound is called 
“ booming.” 

the An’-ge-lus, a bell rung in Roman Catholic countries, morning, noon, and even- 
ing, to tell the people that the prayer called “ the Angelus”’ is being said in the Church. 

Ves’-pers, Evening Service. 

li’-chened, covered with lichen, a kind of small plant growing on rocks and the bark 
of trees. 

vine’-yard, vines were grown for wine-making in early England, especially by the 
monks. he native wines died out when foreign wines grown in a more sunny climate 
were more largely imported. 

bou’-va-ry, an ox-farm. 

sal’-tern, salt works. 

"otal Le 3 miles from Lymington, where there were iron-works belonging to Beaulieu 
y. 

lay-brother, a monk in a monastery who is not in holy orders. 

Ban’-nock-burn, fought in 1314, The events related in the “ White Company” 
occurred in 1366 and 1367. 

mon’-as-te-ry, a bouse where monks lived together. 

tren’-cher-men, hearty feeders. 

that inner foe, the natural desires and ambitions of man. 

chol’-er-ic, ivciined to anger, irascible. 

or’-i-sons, prayers. 

pen’-sive, thoughtful. 

‘-Kens, signs. 
er’-kin, a short coat or jacket. 
ose, close-fitting breeches or trousers; the word now means stockings. 

precincts, the monastery and the lands belonging to it. 

scrip, a small bag or wallet. 

fore’-word, a word previously spoken, and so—a promise. 

set’-tle, a stool or bench. 

rush-strewn, in the middle ages carpets were not much used even in the houses of 
the rich, the floor was usually strewn with straw or rushes. 

Frank’-lin, a man living on his own ground free of any superior lord. 

Min’-stead, in the New Forest, nine miles north-west of Beaulieu, 

hide, a measure of land, 60 to 100 acres ; properly, enough to support a single family. 

Mal’-wood, in the New Forest near Minstead, vear the spot where William Rufus 
was killed in 1160. 

hun’-dred, an old division of the English county, containing originally 100 families, 

came to man’s estate, grew up to be a man. 

Soe’-man, a landowner who held his land ona system called socage, on condition of 
submitting disputes to the soc or jurisdiction of some superior lord. We still speak of tho 
Soke of Peterborough. 

clerk’-ship, any position in connection with the Church, All educated men in those 
days, clergy and laymen alike, ranked as “ clerks.” 

ex’-or-cist, one who recites prayers to drive away evil spirits, 
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ac’-o-lyte, one of the lower clergy in attendance on a superior. 

eit’-ole, a small dulcimer or musical iustrument with strings stretched over a sounding 
box, the strings were plucked with the fingers or a quill. 

re -bee, a three-stringed instrument played with a bow like a fiddle. 

pig’ -ments, paints, colours, 

am’-ask-work, the art of ornamenting steel and woven fabrics with figures. 
shrines, boxes for holding the remains of departed saints and other precious relics. 
tab’-er-na-cles, ornamented chests in which were placed the sacred vessels used in 
the Church. 

dip’-tych,trip’-tyeh (ch = k), a carved work or painting on two and three folding 
panels respectively. 

Ox’-en-ford, the old name of Oxford, found in the Domesday Book and in Chaucer. 

Clerk, scholar. ' 

echan’-cel-lor, the writer or secretary who drew up letters and documents for the 
monastery. 

William Ockham (d. 1347), Thomas Bradwardine, archbishop of Canterbury 
(a. 1349), John Duns Scotus (4. 1308), St. Thomas A-qui’-nas (d. 1274), were all 
celebrated “ schoolmen,” men learned in all the philosophy and theology of their day. 

Xs see rua, relating to man’s spirit, his mind and morals, as phy’-si-cal relates to 
is y: 

the patron of travellers, St. Julian, whose hospitality formed the subject of one 
of the most famous romances of the middle ages. 

sim’-nel bread, sweet bread or cake made of fine wheat flour. 

ram’-mel cheese, uncooked meal, 
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HOW A STRANGE COMPANY GATHERED AT THE PIED MERLIN. 


Leen Rees. the chief town in the New Forest, about seven miles north-west of 
eaulieu. 
flam’-beaux (eaux = 0), blazing torches. 

bunch of greenery, the “bush ” in “good wine needs no bush,” the ordinary 
sign of an inn. 

ehev’-ron, a design in a coat of arms like two rafters meeting at a point as 
in a gable-end. 

bend, a band or strip on the design. 

sal’-tire, a St. Andrew’s Cross formed by two bends crossing each other. 

her-al’-dic dev-ice’, the design on shield or coat of arms by which knights were 
distinguished. 
; seriv’-en-er, one whose business it was to draw up and write legal and other 
etters. 

sim’-mered, kept on a gentle boil. 

rouse, a cup of drink. 

mead, a spicy drink made of honey and fermented. 

mer’-lin, a small kind of hawk or falcon, famous for its courage. Hawking was a 
favourite sport at this time. 

pied, spotted with different colours. yo: 

glee’-man, 4 travelling musician or minstrel who sang and played for a living. 

gen’-tles, Sirs, gentlemen. 

strong waters, spirits. 

sooth, truth. : 5 : 

two pence, the penny in the reign of Edward III. was a silver coin worth about 
fifteen pence of the present day. ‘ - 

sucking friar, Alleyne was a young man just beginning his career as a monk. 

ren -e-gade, one who is a traitor to his religion, a backslider. 

the thorn of Glastonbury, on 4 hill near Glastonbury, in Somerset, once grew 
some ‘‘ miraculous ” trees from Palestine, which blossomed at Christmas time. 

beak’-er, « large drinking cup. 

col’-lops, lumps of meat. 


tres’-tle, a board Jaid upon movable legs. ear 
res’-in-ous, because woods like pine which cuntain plenty of resin burn freely, and 


are therefore used for torches. mx 
mot’-ley, varied, containing all sorts and conditions of men. 
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Ii. 
HOW ALLEYNE LIMNED A PIED MERLIN, 


ver’-der-ers, keepers of the forest. 

Norwich cloth, In the reign of Edward IIT. Norwich was the second largest town 
in the kingdom, and the chief seat of the weaving trade. 

pro-trud’-ing, bulging out. 

rus’-set, undyed wool, the only material worn by the poorer classes. 

doub-let, a close-fitting jacket reaching to below the waist. 

de-mesne’ (s silent), landed property. 

gal-li-gas’-kins, wide, baggy breeches of leather. 

par’-ti-col’-oured, not of the same colour throughout. 

ster’-tor-ous-ly, with a loud snore, : 

lim’-ner, 4 painter of pictures. 

hos’-tel, an inn. 

quoth’-a, indeed, forsooth. 

bla’-zon-ry, a collection of blazons or coats-of-arms. 

an’-gu-lar, lean and with bones sticking out, instead of plump. 

strat’-a-gem, an artful trick. 

Emery Down, in the New Forest near Lyndhurst. 

eo’-men-prick-ers (eo = 6), men of the countryside who roused the game from 

its lair. 

floyt’-ing, fluting, musical. 

Christchurch, an old sea-port in Hampshire, about four miles east of Bournemouth. 

salves, ointments. 

hu’-mours, the four fluids in the body on which the old doctors thought health to 
depend (blood, phlegm, yellow bile, black bile). 

rheum, the moisture caused by a cold, 

flux, an ailment now called diarrhea. 

her’-ber- , 4 night’s lodging. 

bai’-liff, the steward who looked after an estate. 

‘-leins, farm labourers who were serfs, that is, bound to stay in their village and 
work for their lord. The terrible “* Black Death” of this reign (1348), made labour 
scarce, and tended to convert the serf into a free labourer. 

chap’-man, one who buys and sells, a dealer, travelling huckster, 
bear’-ward, bear-keeper, bear-leader. 

lime inthe wine, to make it ‘* dry’ and increase thirst. 

fling off, bounce suddenly out of the house. 

e ‘-man, one who is skilled in some craft or handiwork. 


. 


ave 


WHEREIN THE READER MAKES THE ACQUAINTANCE OF A STOUT 
BOWMAN, 


bri’-gan-dine, a shirt of mail to protect the body in battle. 
sur’-coat, a sleeveless outer tunic worn over the mail to protect the steel from the 
weather, ‘Aylward’s surcoat was white, as a sign that he belonged to the ‘* White” 
Company. 
ca-ma-rades’, comrades. It will be noticed that Samkin is fond of airing the French 
phrases he had picked up in the wars. 
Sam/’-kin, Sam. for Samuel. 
mes amis, my friends. 
ane a vessel propelled both by sails and oars. 
ythe, a landing-place on Southampton water about eight miles east of Lyndhurst. 
en avant, come forward. 
sen’-dal, a fine Indian cloth of silk or cotton. 
bot-trine, a flagon or pottle. 
ack, a can made of waxed leather, a black-jack. 
n’-cense-boat, a vessel for holding incense for use in Church, 
ew -er, 4 large pitcher with a wide spout for holding water, 
cope, a richly worked cloak worn by priests during service. 
Nar-bonne’, an ancient town in the south of France near the east end of the Pyrenees, 
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Pee ee the Patron Saint of France to whom the old church at Narbonne was 

min’-e-ver, 4 fine white fur, spotted with black points. 

aly yooh from the ae * old province in the centre of France, 

- nen, napery, linen for the table an i 

fatetg, the number a3 fe d other domestic purpeses. 

groat, a silver coin worth four pennies, about 5s. in modern money, 

ones large aa 

mor’-tress, an old name for a kind of stew. The coo 5 ( 
could “ maken mortreux and well bake a pye.” ena to Coannir’y Conley ee 

pight gas’-con-y, good Gascon wine. Inferior wines were made in England, in favour- 
able seasons. Wines of superior quality were imported from sunnier lands especially 
Gascony. ( j 

crown, 2 gold coin worth about 3s. 7.e. some £2 of modern money. 

buv-ons’, let us drink. 

stoup, 2 flagon. 

long -bow, the six-foot-long bow used by the English archers. 

& toi, mon gar¢con, your health, my lad. 

tee-hole, the entrance to the hive. 

bok. ee arTOw. 

or-deaux’, the capital of the English dominion of itaine i s > 

of which the Black Vines was Duke. : as IL th 5 bie 

pink, pierce a hole through. 

squire, the attendant on a knight. 

b-er-dine, a loose outer coat worn by peaceful citizens. 

_ the White Company, one of the Free Companies into which the disbanded soldiers 
in France formed themselves after the battle of Poitiers in1356. They lived by plundering 
the defencelees inhabitants, and fighting for hire as mercenaries. 

mon ange, my angel. 

stave, a verse of a song. 

grey goose feather, used in arrows 


W 
HOW SAMKIN AYLWARD WAGERED HIS FEATHER-BED. 


tran-choir’, 1° forks or plates were used at meals in these days, a portion of meat or 
fish for two was served to each couple of guests on a thick slice of bread called ‘‘ trancboir 44 


or trencher, and the gravy allowed to run through it on to the tablecloth. Each guest drew 


his knife from his pocket and helped himself till the meat was all gone, after that the 


trencher was cither eaten or thrown into the alms-basket for the use of the poor. 
lust’-y, robust and active. 
pal’-tock, 4 short sleeveless vest w 
the ram, the prize for wrestling. 
make my jerkin dusty, by throwing me. 


puf’-fet, a blow with the fist. 
Is-sou-dun’, a small town in the centre of France. 


jup-on’, 4 close fitting undervest without sleeves. 

ma foi, my faith, on my word. 

hur’-tled, flew with a rushing noise. 

seath’-less, uninjured. 

mid’-riff, or di’-a-phragm (g silent), a muscle which separates the chest from the lower 
part of the body. 

Nav-arre’, a small kingdom in the north of Spain 


other Christian kingdoms at this date were Aragon, 
held Granada in the South. 


hich was leced to the hose by silk strings. 


near the west of the Pyrences; three 
Portugal, and Castile ; the Moors still 


VI. 


HOW THE THREE COMRADES J OURNEYED THROUGH THE WOODLANDS 
am’-bled, rode with a slow easy pace. 
Ringwood, in the west of the New Forest, 
grig, » cricket, also a lively little eel. 


lies some ten miles west of Lyndburst. 
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score, my bill, what I owe you. 

lev’-er-et, a young hare. 

the rood, tbe large crucifix placed over the entrance of the chancel in a Church. 

Waltham, Waltham Abbey, near Epping Forest, the famous church founded by 
King Harold. 

deft, neat and skilful. 

ser-e-nade’, a song sung outside a person’s window in his (or her) honour. 


Vil. 


HOW STRANGE THINGS BEFELL IN MINSTEAD WOOD. 


aisle (ais = i), the “ wing ” or portion of a church or cathedral each side of the central 
nave and separated from it by pillars. 

rev’-e-rie, a duy-dreawu. 

coif, a close-fitting cap. 

on wrist a little brown falcon, from the time of Alfred to that of J ames I, 
falconry was the chief sport of the upper classes ; these tame falcons were trained to attack 
wild birds and game. 

slashed with pink, her dress was made with slits or slashes to show a rich pink 
lining here and there, - 

mis’-sal, a book containing the service of the Mass used in Roman Catholic Churches, 

hooded hawk, bawks and falcons used in falconry had hoods drawn over their heads 
until wanted to fly at game. 

Maude, she was the Lady Maude, only daughter of Sir Nigel Loring of Twynham 
Castle, Christchurch. 

a branded serf, the “ villeins” or farm labourers could not leave the manor.on 
which they were born, and were liable to be branded to prevent running away. 

3in-is-ter, ill-looking. 

fell, fierce and cruel. 

rede, advise, warn. 


7 


VII. 


WHEREIN ALLEYNE SHOWS HIMSELF A TRUE KNIGHT. 


cai’-tiff, cowardly, mean-spirited. 
__ghave- ing, an insulting name for a monk, with reference to the tonsure or shaven 


draw -latch, thief, housebreaker. 

thane, a Saxon noble in the service of the King. 

the fatal fight, the battle of Senlac, 1066. 

Bramshaw wood, on the north side of the New Forest, north of Minstead, 

beard’-ed, defied face to face, 

Brockenhurst, four miles north of Lymington in the heart of the New Forest, 

I trow (tro), I believe and trust. 

wattle’ 4 small horse fit for a lady to ride. 

u’-ba-dour, a singer and poet ; here the name of Lady Maude’s palfrey. 

Sceath, barm, injury. 

King Arthur, the famous British King who witb his Knights of the Round Table 
were patterns of bravery and chivalry. 

Con’-sta-ble, the Governor or Keeper who holds a castle on behalf of the King or a 
great noble. Sir N igel Loring held the Castle of Twynham at Christchurch. 

Earl of Salisbury, William Montacute, b, 1328, d. 1397, 2nd Earl of Salisbury, was 
a brave soldier who distinguished himself at Poitiers in 1356. 

burst out alaughing, because she was Sir Nigel's daughter, and knew she 
should see Alleyne again at ' ‘wynham Castle. 


fe 


WHEREIN THE READER IS INTRODUCED TO SIR NIGEL. 


Christchurch Priory founded in 1150, was an important religious house, 
which are still standing, such as the beautiful Church of Holy Trinies weet 
pring’-ling, 4 tingling as though he could shed tears of joy. 
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hale, baul, drag by force. 
nen’-ny, Day, not so, : 
jen’-net, a small shapely Spanish horse. 
‘ pous-sin; a large male horse, stallion. 
al’-aun, a huge boar-hound “as large as any stere.”” 
tal’-bot, a large hound something like a blood-hound. 
lur’-cher, a kind of sporting dog like a rough grey-hound. 
4 Twynham, is the old name by which Christchurch was known in Saxon times and 
4 in Domesd.uy Book. 
; 


var’-let, a serving-man. 
Earl of Derby, the First Duke of Lancaster, b. 1299, d. 1361, was great-grandson of 


Henry III., made Earl of Derby in 1337, He distinguished himself as a soldier at Sluys in 
1340, and- was chief negotiator at the Peace of Bretigni, 1360. 
> Ber-ge-rac’, a small town on the Dordogne about seventy miles east of Bordeaux ; it 
5 was stormed by the Earl of Derby in 1345. 
f spruce, neat, smart. 
Flan’-drish, Flemish, from Flanders in the country now called Belgium. 
Bee’-vor, made of the fur of the beaver, ‘‘ upon his heed a Flaundryssh bevere hat,” 
says Chaucer of his merchant, 
Tour-nay’, a town in the south of Belgium; the town, then held by the French, was 
besieged by Edward III. in person in 1340. 
eote-har-die, a tight-fitting vest with sleeves, worn by both men and women, and 
buttoned down the front. 
trunk-hos-en, wide breeches coming down to about the knee. 
les, red—the word is only used in describing coats-of-arms. 
eld argent, the ground on which the red roses were worked was white. 


eer’-tes, certainly. 
tip’-pet, a short cape thrown over the shoulders. 


X. 
HOW HORDLE JOHN FOUND A MAN WHOM HE MIGHT FOLLOW. 


pamp’-ing, standing upright on his hind legs. 
stew’-ard, the man who looked after the servants and provisions in the Castle. 
j pro’-vant, food provender. 
pen’-nons, the small flags or streamers carried by knights on their lances. 
the Great Spanish mountains, the Pyrenees. 
quar’-ry, the game pursued by the dogs. 
Par-dieu’, on my word. 
. Ease’-bourne, near Midburst in North-west Sussex. 
pape, 4 division of the County of Sussex containing several “ hundreds.” 
port-cul’-lis, the grating let down to protect the entrance to a castle. 
eoz’-ened and be-japed’, deceived and made a fool of. 


bur’-gher, a peaceful citizen. 
a com’-fit-box, box holding dried fruit and other sweetmeats. 


stretch’-neck, the pillory in which wrong-doers were exposed. 


Xi. 
HOW ALLEYNE RECEIVED A SUMMONS. 


bai’-ley, one of the courtyards of the castle. 

es-cut -cheon, 2 shield with coat-of-arms. : 

Montacute, the family name of the Earl of Salisbury whose constable Sir Nigel was. 

em-bra’-sure, an opening in a wall for a window or a gun or to allow shelter for 
armed men- 

but’-te-ry, the place in a large household where food and drink are kept- 

keep, the strongest part of a castle, the donjon. 

the clout, the mark set in the centre of the target, the bull’s-eye. 


for’-ta-lice, a small fortress. 
night, named. 


it aa te ata lille tate i, alia 
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A mon cceur, w my heart. 


lithe lad. < , 
armel ecie: a large town in Syria, from which comes the word “ Damask.” 


A-lep-po, 4 city in Asiatic Turkey, lying north of Damascus, still famous for silks, 
cottons, and other stuffs. | 
wreath-work of bla’-zon-ry, carved coats-of-arms entwined like a wreath. iy 
cor’-niced, built with a cornice, an ornamental piece projecting out where the roof is 5 
fitted to the walls. 5 
can’-o-pied, covered with a canopy, such as is seen over a throne, chair of state, or bed. 
tap’-es-try, hangings for the wall with richly worked designs. 
Sir Bevis of Hampton, Sir Bevis the Strong of Southampton of whose brave deeds 
many stories are told. 
dor’-mant, in ordinary houses the only tables consisted of boards laid upon trestles, 
bat in the dining-rooms of rich persons, nobles, or kings, there was a raised platform or 
dais at the upper end on which stood a permanent or ‘‘ dormant” table forthe use of the 
family and honoured guests, 
di’-a-pered, worked with flowers and other figures. 
ban’-cals, benches. 
Garin de Mont-Glane, the hero of a famous French book of romance of the time, 


XII. 


HOW A YOUNG SHEPHERD HAD A PERILOUS FLOCK. 


Bruges, in Flanders, was one of the most flourishing commercial cities in Europe 

down to the end of the fifteenth century, and was famous for its velvets and tapestries. 
ae ce-Fy, open work, such as one sees carved in stone in some beautiful church 

window, 

dam’-o-zel, damsel, maiden. 

Sir Percival, Sir Galahad, famous knights of King Artbur’s Court, 

Gui-enne’, 4 province in the south of France. 

prov-ost mar’-shal, the officer whose duty it is to maintain discipline in an army 
and carry out sentences of court-martial, 

shriv’-en, absolved, pardoned. 

reck, take care or heed of. 

ven’-e-rie, hunting, the chase. 

des’-tri-er, a war-horse, charger. 

tire’-wom-an, a woman who helps to dress or attire her mistress. 


XII 
HOW THE MEN OF HAMPSHIRE MUSTERED FOR THE WAR. 


fur’-bish-ing, rubbing up and polishing. 

thorpe, village. 

_ ons and lilies, rage and France. 

six years’ peace, i.e. since the peace of Bretigni, in 1360 

ake te beltinirann. re i 

Wrek’-in, a hill in Shropshire 1300 feet high not far from the Welsh marches or 
borderland. 

Cots’-wold, 4 range of hills in Gloucestershire. 

Butser, 4 hill 900 feet high near Petersfield in Hampshire, 

plume, feathers worn on cap or helmet. 

see! Senne ogi on a lance. 
-well, the broad river estuary between Ipswich and Harwich in the Eas 

Dart, 4 river falling into the sea at plete in the West. st 

the waning days, the autumn of 1366 when the days were growing shorter, 

Forest of Bere, a woody district near Havant, in south-east Hampshire, 

gellimen, soldiers armed with a bill which was a kind of pike with an axe-blade 

a : 

Stour, Avon, rivers falling into the sea at Christchurch. 

Itchen, « river which flows into Southampton Water. 
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cgav'-a-liers, gentlemen. 

All Saints’ Day, Hallowmas, a Church Festival held on November 1st. 
Fare’-ham, 4 town in Hampshire, near Gosport, on Portsmouth Harbour. 
Bot’-ley, a village in Hampshire, about five miles east of Southampton. 
mar’-tial, warlike. 

bras’-sarts, arm-pieces of steel plate to protect the arms. 
Mar’-tin-mas, the Feast of St. Martin on November 11th. 

bourne, boundary, end of a journey. 


XIV. 
HOW THE WHITE COMPANY SET FORTH TO THE WARS. 


St. Luke’s Day, October 18th. F 
_Martinmas, when the oxen are driven into the slaughter. During the 

middle ages there were no proper root crops for feeding cattle during the winter ; it was 
the custom to kill all cattle not wanted for stock about the middle of N ovember, and store 
up the salted flesh for the winter. 

ar’-mou-ry, the place where armour and weapons were kept. 

eurt, short and sharp. 

cham’-fron, armour to protect a horse’s head. 

war’-wise, experienced in war. 

March’-es, borders. 

Pic’-ar-dy, 2 province in the north of France. 

greaves, armour worn to protect the leg from the knee to the iustep. 

gaunt-let, large glove made of steel-plates to protect the hands. 

tar-get, a small round shield. 

sump’-ter-horses, pack animals carrying necessaries for the company. 

har’-ness, armour, 

eap of main’-te-nance, 4 flat cap, still used at the Coronation of English sovereigns. 

wiv’-ern-crest-ed, with a crest shaped like a wivern, which was a fabulous creature 
with two legs and wings like a cockatrice. 

bas’-si-net, a peaked steel cap worn to protect the head. 

eye’-las, 4 tight-fitting upper garment, especially a kind of tunic or surcoat, worn by 
knights over their armour. 


under-jup’-ons, under-vests. 
mal-voi-sie’, malmsey, a sweet wine from Crete and the Canary Islands. 


ver-nage’, a kind of sweet white wine from Italy. 

tilt, to ride and thrust with a lance as knights did in a tournament, 
mark, worth 13s. 4d. 

noble, a half-mark, 6s. 8d. 


shilling, the value of twelve silver pennies. : 
toe-chains, the dress shoes of the time had immensely long toes bending upwaras 
like the “* claws of birds,” and looped up to the knees with chains of gold and silver. 


the Prince, the Black Prince, who at the time was holding bis court at Bordeaux as 


Duke of Aquitaine. 
Chandos, Sir John Chandos, a famous soldier of the time, and one of the original 


Knights of the Garter, was present at Crecy and governor of the English possessions in 
France after 1360. He was killed near Poitiers in 1369. 

Cha’-te-laine, the Lady of the Castle. 

gage, 2 pledge thrown down as a challenge to fight. 


XV. 


HOW THE YELLOW COG SAILED FORTH FROM LEPE. 


Spi-ca’-ri-um, the Latin for a granary ; Latin being the chief language used by the 


monks. 
Exbury, Lepe, se»ports on the Solent near the entrance to Southampton Water. 
pes’-son-ers, shing-smacks. 
erey -ers, small trading vessels. 
Téte-noire, Black Head. 
puth’-less, devoid of pity. 
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crofts, small farms. 

Freshwater, at the west end of the Isle of Wight. j 

cog, 4 large ship, either for trading or for war. The famous ship on board which 
Edward LI. fought in the sea-fight of L’Espagnols sur Mer in 1350 was the “ Cogge 
Thomas.” 

Bretons, the natives of Brittany in the west of France. 

oors, natives of Nurth Africa, who at this time held Granada in South Spain and 
occupied the whole southern seaboard of the Mediterranean. The only one of these 
**Barbary ” states still independent is Morocco. The Moors were Mahometans, which 
to the ent shipman meant the same as “ heathen.” 

light-er, a large flat-bottomed buat or barge. 

Embarked at Orwell, this was in 1340, June 22nd; two days later Edward III. 
fought and won the fimous battle of Sluys. 

the sheets, the siern or hind part of the ship where the “sheets” or ropes are 
fastened which secure the lower corner of the sail. 

St. Christopher, a Canaanite of gigantic size and strength, who used to carry way- 
farers over a dangerous stream. One day a child’s voice was heard begging to be 
conveyed across. The child grew heavier and heavier, and Christopher was all but 
crushed beneath the weight. The child proved to be the infant (Christ. The saint 
oe converted, and took the name Christopher, which means, ** He who has borne 

rist.” 

the nocks, the bend at either end of the bow to which the string was fastened, 

rede, advice. 
ms nocked. the nock of an arrow is the V-shaped cut where it fits on the string of 

e bow. 

brac’-er, an arm-guard, generally of leather. 


XVL 
HOW THE YELLOW COG MET THE TWO ROVER GALLEYS, 


waist, the central part of the ship between the fore and the mainmasts. 
shal’-lops, ship’s boats, 
EB p, a large powerful galley. 
us’-eled, fortified with the Sacrament. 
meer ave, credo, the J,ord’s Prayer, Hail Mary, “I believe . . .” the first word of 
file-leader, the foremost man in each file; a file being a row of soldiers ranged 
behind one another. 
am’-u-let, a charm carried about by a person to ward off evil. 
rel’-ics, a bone or piece of garment of some saint kept for its miraculous 
powers, 
lee bulwarks, the boards that protected the deck from being swept by the 
waves on the lee, that is the side sheltered from the wind. 
lar’-board quarter, the left side of the ship, now called port. 
bluff, rising steep out of the water, 
mer’-cer, a dealer in wools, silks, cottons, or linens. 
Sta’-ple, 4 privileged market in a town where alone certain goods such as wool 
could be sold. 
os -hawk, 4 large kind of hawk much used in falconry. 
er’-on, 4 long-legged marsh bird, the usual game hunted with hawks. 
E’-thi-op, a negro, blickamoor. 
Doge, the chief magistrate of certain cities of Italy, e.g. Genoa and Venice. 
Boc-ca-ne’-gra, the name means “ Black month.” 
mant’-let, a bulwark or shelter to protect soldiers from fire. 
pav’-ise, a large shield resting on the ground. 
baie either quarter, both port and starboard, for there were two of the pirate 
ys. 
man-go-nel, an engine of war which hurled lar n 
took the place of modern artillery, See ee 
Hey Pda another engine of war hurling stones to batter down the defences of 
cities, etc, 
le’-vers, the long wooden beams which held the stone : 
slung the stone when released from the catch. the beams swung round and 
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seventeen score paces, three hundred and forty yards, a long distance even with 
the six-foot long English war-bow, Three hundred yards is an outside distance for an 
average strong man to shoot. 

cloth-yard arrow, 4 shaft a yard long. 

mes garcons, my la‘s. 

cat’-a-pult, an engine for hurling stones, the mangonel. 

ob-lique’-ly, sideways. 


XVII. 
HOW THE YELLOW COG FOUGHT THE TWO ROVER GALLEYS. 


drawing in, getting nearer and nearer, 

the island, the Isle of Wight. 

St. Alban’s Head, in Dorsetshire, near Swanage. 

Portland, Portland Bill is the nest headland to St. Albans to ships sailing 
westwards. 

cross’-bow, a small bow fastened to a stock. It was a foreign rather than an 
English weapon. The weapon of English soldiers from the time of Edward I. was the 
long bow, which was much more effective than the crossbow. 

quar’-rel, a square-headed bolt shot from a crossbow. 

poop-lant-horn, the lantern set up on the high poop deck in the hind part of the 
vessel. Notice the old, and incorrect, spelling of the word lantern, due to the fact that 
the sides of lanterns were once made of horn. 

our lure, the bait or snare we are setting for them. 

fowl’-er, bird-catcher. 

ben’-i-son, blessing. (Another form of the word benediction.) 

shrouds, the long ropes which run from the masthead to each side of the ship. 

fore’-castle (foe’-sel), the raised deck in the fore part of the ship, corresponding to 
the poop at the otber end. 

the Le-vant’, the eastern part of the Mediterranean and the adjoining countries. 

Bar-ba-ry States, a name for the countries in North Africa from Egypt to the 
Atlantic. They include Morocco (the Moors), Algeria, Tunis, and Tripoli. 

oars trailing, that is no longer resting in the rowlock, but allowed to drift freely 
for the moment. 

ex-ult’-ant, filled with triumphant joy. 

chron -i-cler, one who writes chronicles or simple narratives of events. 

eha’-os, scene of confusion. 

plate of proof, steel plates of armour proof against blows and arrows. 

men-at-arms, heavily armed soldiers. 


ae 


XVIII. 
HOW THE YELLOW COG FOUGHT TO A FINISH. 


er-rat’-ic, moving about in an unexpected way. 
pon’-der-ous, immensely heavy. 


dis-en-gage, tofree. . ; 
short shrift, not allowing much time for confession of sins, and so a short and 


sharp way of dealing with a person. 

boom, the heavy spar that runs along the lower edge of some sails. 

ter’-ret, a small animal like a weasel, used to hunt rats and rabbits. 

rift, gap. 

whole sweep of their oars, the full stroke so as to increase the speed as much as 
possible. 


feint, pretence. 
slaves, the wretched men who rowed the pirates’ galleys were generally foreign cap- 


tives who had been made into slaves. 
bow -line, 4 rope fastened to the centre of the right or left edge of a square sail. The 
sail could be slewed round by haling or drawing taut either of the bowlines so as to catch 
the wind on either side. : 
veer the sheet, shift the sheet; that is to say, if the rope at the corner of the sail 
(called the sheet) was fastened on the larboard side, shift it to starboard, or vice versa, 
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friar’s poll, because monks and friars shaved their heads, that is, wore a tonsure. 
liv’-id, ghastly. 

que dites-vous? what do you say ? 

la mort du chien, the death of a dog. 

ro-tu-riers’, wen of lowly birth. 

Le Seig-neur d’An-de-lys’, the lord of Andelys, a place in France near Rouen. 
avec le sang des rois dans ses veines, with the blood of kings in his veins. 
C’est incroyable, it is incredible. 

dé-bon-naire’ cav-al-ier’, well-bred, accomplished gentleman. 


XIX. 


HOW THE YELLOW COG CROSSED THE BAR OF GIRONDE. 


Us-hant’, Ou-es-sant, an island off the extreme west coast of Brittany, in France, 

near Brest. 
lump, a sudden burst 
lle Isle, an island off the south coast of Brittany, near St. Nazaire. 

trans’-port, 4 ship used to convey soldiers and stores, 

a-slant’, sloping, because the cog was heeling over so. 

hal’-liards, ropes for hauling up or down sails, yards, etc., on board a ship. 

flecked, dappled, mottled, spotted. 

‘chiv’-al-ry, all the qualities that made a true Knight, such as courtesy to ladies, 
piety, valour. 

wrack, a flying mass of cloud. 

Bay of Biscay, the stretch of sea lying south of Ushant. It is famous for the heavy 
seas raised by west and north-west gales. 

North’-am, near Southampton. 

this tack, the course we are taking at present. 

Easterling’s barrels, the Easterlings were triders from the Hanse cities in north 
Germany, whose ships conveyed salted herrings from the Norfolk coast to their Catholic 
countrymen, and brought back tallow and furs. They had a name for honest dealing, 
and from the quality of their coins is derived our word sterling. 

tot-ty, shaky, unsteady. 

par. yare-ly, nimbly, quickly. 

ul her over, change the ship’s course by shifting the boom; go on the other tack. 
lay her two courses to the wind, turn her head so that she sails as close to the 
wind as possible. 

we draw, we float, do not touch bottom. 

lay suddenly over, heeled over suddenly as the wind caught the sail fully on the 
new tack. 

5, poet -swain, (bd-sun), the officer in charge of the sails, ropes, end anchors on a 
ship. 

rove, to reeve is to pass a rope through a hole, and thus to fasten it. 

weather bulwark, the side of the vessel exposed to the wind; the opposite side is 
called the lee bulwark. 

in the off-ing, in a seaward direction, 

wist’-ful-ly, eagerly. 

doff, do, ic. put off a garment ; the opposite of don to put on. 

cam-ail’, a light piece of chain-mail to protect the neck, fastened to the bassinet at 
the top and to the shoulders at the bottom. 

La Tremblade, a headland on the north side of the estuary of the Gironde. 

O-lé-ron, an island off the French coast near the Gironde. 

Gir-onde’, a wide estuary formed by the rivers Garonne and Dordogne, fourteen 
miles north of Bordeaux. 

Tour de Car-dou-an’, a rock at the mouth of the Gironde, on which there is now a 
lighthouse 206 feet bigh. 

veer in, change her course again. : 

bring her to try with the main course, try her on the other tack. The cog 
had a great bole by which she took in water on one side. The master hoped to improve 
matters by trying another course, so that she could heel over on the sound side. 

water-logged, lying like a log on the water, because she had taken in so much 
water as to become unmanageable. 

spume, foam. 


oe 


: 
‘ 
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draws two ells, sinks six feet deeper into the water than she did when she started. 
por’-tal, gateway, entrance. 

either bow, the rounded forepart of the ship on the larboard and starboard sides. 

at the quarter, in the hind part of the vessel. 

es’-tu-ary, the wide mouth of a river. The Gironde is three miles wide at the 


mouth. 


p.O.% 
HOW ALLEYNE’S SAXON BLOOD WAS ROUSED. 


erave, ask, beg. 
tilt-ing yard, a place where knights practised tilting and other martial exercises. 


St. Rem-i, Remigius an archbishop of Rheims who died in 533, 


Rue des A-pétres, street of the Apostles. 
Gar-onne, a river rising in the Pyrenees flows past Toulouse and Bordeaux and falls 


into the Gironde. Large ocean vessels can ascend to Bordeaux. 
cord’-ed, bis muscles stood out like cords. 
pom -mel, the knob on the hilt of a sword. 


XXI. 
HOW ALLEYNE WON HIS PLACE IN AN HONOURABLE GUILD. 


erafts-man, one skilled in any craft or trade, and as such admitted to their guild. 

Guild, a society of men of the same trade or profession with certain rules and 
privileges. 

pour’-point, a close-fitting quilted garment worn by men. 


glaive, a sword. 
none-meat, mid-day repast, noon-tide meal; meat here means food in general, The 


guests were usually summoned to table by the blowing of horns. 


by my troth, on my word of honour, 
shrewd’-ly, sioutly, with such courage and vigour. 


XXII. 
HOW ENGLAND HELD THE LISTS AT BORDEAUX. 


lists, the ground marked off for a combat or tournament, 
vine’-yards, the wines of Bordeaux (claret) have been famous ever since the fourth 


century. 


mar-quee’, 4 large tent. 
his two attendant kings, Pedro the Cruel of Castile, and James of Majorca. 


Pedro, King of Castile from 1350 to 1369, was one of the most cruel and worthless 
princes that ever sat on a throne, Having been expelled from his kingdom by his half- 
brother, Henry of Trastamare, he asked and secured the help of the Black Prince for his 
restoration. ‘The Prince’s expedition undertaken for the purpose was entirely successful, 
ed in the Battle of Navarrete, on April 3, 1367, and Pedro was 
restored to begin a fresh career of bloodshed. But in 1368 Henry took the field again and 
Pedro was defeated and finally executed by his rival’s hand in March, 1369. 

Jaeme or James, the “ titular’ King of Majorca commanded a division in the 
Prince’s Army By “‘titular ” is meaht that he held the title only, not an actual throne. 
In 1343 he bad been driven out of tue Balearic Isles and his kingdom annexed by PedrolV. 
of Aragon. 

eav-al-cade’, a procession of persons on horseback. 

a-re’-na, the lists or place where the jousting was to take place, 

the royal captive, King John (1350 to 1364) who was taken pr 
1356 and did not return to France till 1360. 

styles. titles. 

tour’-ney, 4 tournament. 


isoner at Poitiers in 
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Sir William Beauchamp, 4 relative of the Earl of Warwick. 

Cap-tal de Buch, one of the bravest of the Gascon Knights. (captal means chieftain.) 
He fought with distinction at Poitiers, commanded an English division at Navarrete, and 
was the last French soldier of mark who remained true to the English during the disasters 
of the end of the reign of Edward III, 

Sir Thomas Percy, son of the Earl of Northumberland and younger brother of 
Percy ‘‘ Hotspur,” fought in France ; went on a mission to Flanders with Geoffrey Chaucer 
in 1377; revolted against Henry IV., and was captured at Shrewsbury, 1403, and 
bebeaded. 

Lord of Mu-ci-dent’, a noble from Muchedent, near Dieppe. 

Lord Aud-ley, the “first founder ” of the Order of the Garter, 1344. 

Sir Per-duc-as’ d’Albret’, one of the chief Gascon lords, 

Oliv-i-er’ de Clis-son’, a brave knight of Brittany, who fought at Auray for the 
English against Du Guesclin in 1364, 

Queen Phil-ip- daughter of the Count of Hainault in Belgium, married to 
Edward III. in 1328. She died in 1369, and the loss of the good and wise queen accounts 
for some of the scandals and misfortunes of the end of the reign. 

Calais, the famous French seaport opposite Dover was captured by Edward in 1347, 
and not lost avain till 1558 in Mary Tudor’s time. It was at the capitulation of Calais 
that Queen Philippa made her famous intercession for the citizens. 

sal-ade’, or sallet, a light helmet without a vizor. 

ban’-der-ole, a small flag or streamer, the pennon on a Jance. 

Teu-ton’-ie Or-der, a society of military and religious knights founded in 1191. 
Later on they were driven out ot Jerusalem by the Turks and settled in Prussia, where 
for long they formed an outpost of Christianity against the heathen Prussians. 

gam-bades’, the lesping or bounding of a horse, 

cur’-vet-ing, prancing. ; 

mar’-shal, the officer who arranged the tournament. 

viz'-or, the face-guard of a helmet which could be moved up or down as required. 

bout, a set to, contest. 

pav-il’-ion, a tent used as a dressing-room. 

ominous silence, because the sympathies of the spectators were against the 


English knight. 


XXIII. 


HOW A CHAMPION CAME FORTH FROM THE EAST, 


blaze, a patch of white on the coat of a horse or other animal. 
fan’-fare, a flourish of trumpets. 
Bre-ton’, both the strange knight and his squire were from Brittany. 
r’-sui-vant-of-arms, a Siate herald. ’ 
les V., King of France 1364 to 1340, succeeded his father, John II., who died in 
mas-que-rad’-ing, acting the part of somebody. 
cai’-tiff, a mean knave. 
the name is —-. It was Bertrand Du Guesclin, the most famous soldier of 
France. He bad been captured by Chandos at Auray in 1364, and again at Navarrete 
in 1367. Soon after this he was made Constable or Commander-in-Chief of France, and 
died in 1380. 
St. Ives of Brittany, born of a noble family in 1253, became a lawyer, but 
of pba entered the priesthood, and after his death was regarded as the patron saint 
of lawyers. 


XXIV. 
SIR NIGEL PLIES A PRACTISED BLADE. 


re lim’-in-a-ries, preparations. 

o-gent’, Au-ray,, towns in France. 
vam’-brace, a piece of steel armour protecting the arm from elbow to wrist. 
erup’-per, the hinder part of the horse, 
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dis-en-gag’-ing, getting clear of the opponent’s sword. 

every par-ry, every time a blow was warded off. 

rere’-brace, 4 piece of steel armour protecting the arm from shoulder to elbow. 
ba’-ton, a staff of office. 


XXV. 
HOW THE COMRADES CAME OVER THE MARCHES OF FRANCE. 


Mont-au-bon’, a town in the South of France near Toulouse. 

Landes, a flat sandy district lying south of Bordeaux. 

pa’-di-at-ing, running from the centre like the spokes of a wheel. 

Ca-dil-lae’, a smali town on the Garonne, about twenty miles from Bordeaux. 

Ca-hors’, a town in the south of France lying some distance east of Bordeaux. 
‘ Sheetal a small town on the Garonne, about halfway between Bordeaux and 
‘ahors. 

eha-teaux’ (eaux = 6), noblemen’s castles. 

rap’-ine, plundering and sporting. 

pin’-nac-le, a light ornamental part of a building rising above the roof. 

Au-vergne’, a mountainous country in the centre of France. 

Foix, a town in the south of France, forty-five miles south-east of Toulouse. 

tus’-sock, a tuft of grass. 

feu’-dal lord, the owner of the castle who in those days hed boundless power over the 
peasants. 

Sei-gneur’, (gn = ny), a lord. 


XXVI. 


HOW SIR NIGEL MET WITH AN OLD FRIEND AT THE HOSTEL. 


a’-qui-line, hooked like an eagle’s beak. 

ehap-let, a wreath or string. 

seared, scarred as with burns, 

au-ber ge’, inn. 

Ville-franche’, a town in South France, about thirty miles west of Cahors. 
Lion Rouge, Red Lion. 

Saint Ives, and Du Guesclin were both of Brittany. 


Sen’-e-schal, steward, governor. 

the march-es, the borderland between English and French territory. 
Bra-bant’-ers, mercenaries or hired soldiers from Brabant, in the Low Countries, 
late-comers, ) bands of robbers who infested the south of France during these 
flay’-ers, } terrible times. 

tur’-ret-ed, built with turrets or little towers. 

or’-to-lan, « bird akin to the bunting or finch much esteemed as a delicacy. 
truf-fled, stuffed or garnished with a kind of fungus called truffles, 

bee-ca-fi-coes, “ fig-peckers,” a small bird much prized as a delicacy. 

dap’-per, smart and neat. 


hag’-gard, lean and hungry. 


XXVII. 
HOW THE BRUSHWOOD MEN CAME TO THE CHATEAU OF VILLEFRANCHE, 


pal’-let, a low couch or mattress. 

fret’-ted, chafed, worn thin by rubbing. 

fur’-tive, stealthy, as though they did not wish to be seen. 
Qui va? Who goes there ? 

eam-is-ade , 4 night attack. 

mon gar, my lad. 

shaw, small thick wood, thicket. 
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Cow-dray Down, near Midhurst, in West Sussex. 
a hempen collar, on the gallows. 

riev-ers, or reavers, thieves, robbers. 

spoil-ers, thieves, plunderers. 

leech, doctor. 


XXVIII. 
A NIGHT OF TERROR. 


case’-ment, window-frame. 


Notre Dame, Our Lady. 
sconc-es, sockets for holding lamps, candles, or torches fixed to the wall 


den’-i-er, a small French copper coin, a doit, a snap of the fingers. 
pon’-iard, a small dagger. 

vin'-tag-es, choice wines. 

pun’-gent, sharp and stinging. 


XXIX. 
HOW FIVE MEN HELD THE KEEP OF VILLEFRANCHE,. 


cor’-ri-dor, a passage in a building. 

ba’-bel, confused sound. 

por’-tal, gateway, entrance. 

quad’-ran-gle, 4 courtyard or bailey surrounded by walls on four sides. 

bas’-tion, a small fort projecting at an angle from the circle of walls. 

bom’-bard, an early kind of cannon, short and thick. Such cannon are said to have 
been used at Creci in 1346. 

fool’s toys, these guns were not very formidable, for three to four ounces of powder 
was the daily allowence for each, and soldiers could not yet see from these clumsy cannon 
how great a change artillery was destined to make in warfare. 


XXX. 
HOW THE LADY TIPHAINE HEARD A SONG IN A STRANGE TONGUE. 


par’-a-pet, the breast-high wall on the top of the tower. 

sal’-ly, a sortie or rush of defenders from a besieged place. 

dev-oir’, duty. 

Pro-vence’, } two provinces in the south of France famous for their singers or 
Lan-gue-doc’,/ Troubadours. 

lilt, a melody or tune with “ go”’ and spirit in it. 

dale and fell, valley and hill 

run’-a-gate, runaway, cowardly. 

Mau-per-tuis’, the ground on which the battle called Poitiers was fought in 1356. 


XXXII. 
HOW THE WHITE COMPANY RODE INTO THE LAND OF SPAIN. 


Mont-pe-zat’, a town in the south of France not far from Cahors. 

Dax, a town in the Landes, south of Bordeaux. 

St. Jean Pied du Port, a small town at the north end of the Pass of Roncesvalles in 
the Pyrenees. 

Pam-pe-lu’-na, or Pamplona, the capital of the Kingdom of Navarre; it is the first 
important place south of the Pyrenees reached through the Pass of Roncesvalles. 

bar-ran’-ca, 4 deep gully or ravine. 
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mul-et-eers, mule-drivers. 
oe a mountain torrent, 
o-gro’-no (i= uy), a town on the Ebro, between Pamplona and Burgos. 


The King of Spain, Henry of Trastamare of Castile, who had driven out Pedro. 
Bur -gos, an important city in North Spain, once the capital of Old Castile. 
Can-ta-bri-an Mountains, the continuation westwards of the Pyrenees. 
eroon-ing, humming softly to himself. 

vis’-ta, a long row of anything seen in the distance. 


eur’-vets, prancing movements. 
eym -bals, a musical instrument consisting of two metal plates clashed together. 


XXXII. 
HOW THE WHITE COMPANY STOOD AT BAY. 


fortress in South Spain which commanded the Sierra Morena. It was 


Cal-a-tra’-va, a 
47, and the order of the Knights of Calatrava was founded 


captured from the Moors in 11 
in 1158. ~~ 
San-ti-a’-go, a city in North-west Spain near Corunna ; here was the famous sbrine of 
St. James of Compostella. 
harrow formation, an arrangement by which the men in the second row could 


shoot between the gaps in the first row, and similarly with the third and fourth rows. 
plat-eau’, a bigh-lying flat surface of ground, tableland. 
sol’-le-rets, steel shoes worn as part of the armours. 


XXXIII. 


HOW AYLWARD LED A WING IN A STRICKEN FIELD. 


four hundred winters, referring to the Battle of Vittoria in 1813, four hundred and 


forty-six years after the date of the story. 

pe-verb’-er-at-ing, reflected back, echoing. 

Al-tu’-ra de los In-gle’-ses, the hill of the Englishmen. 

gallant Bretons, there were soldiers from Brittany led by Bertrand Du Guesclin - 
fighting against the English. 

the leopard banner, of England. 

an-tag’-on-ist, foeman. 

mon-as’-tic, such as monks wear. : 

bick’-er-ing, quarrel, fight. 

ae-co-lade’, the tap on the shoulder with a sword, given when a man is knighted. 

the gold spurs, worn by knights. 

Sir Hugh Calverley, Sir R. Knolles, distinguished English soldiers in the Black 
Prince’s army. 


XXXIV. 


HOW THE WHITE COMPANY CAME TO BE DISBANDED. 


mot’-tling, patch of colour from little plants called lichen, or the weather. 


pin’-na-cles, sharp points of rock. 

reef, a mass of rock. 

beet’-ling, overhanging. 

for’-ag-ing, roaming in search of food for horse and man. 
the old Free Companion, Sir Ilvgh was a noted leader of a Free Company. 
ca-bal-le’-ro, cavalier, knight. 

Don Di-e-go Al-va’-rez, whom Jobn had taken prisoner a few days previously in the 


ravine and from whom he expected a handsome ransom. 


dis-band -ed, broken up. 
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XXXV. 
OF THE HOME-COMING TO HAMPSHIRE. 


un’-du-lat-ed, rising up and down like the waves of the sea. 

in-ter’-sect-ed, crossed here and there. 

Chris’-ten-dom, all the Christian nations of the world, 

de-lir’-i-um, the madness caused by fever. 

Nav-a-ret’-ta, south of the Ebro between Logrofio and Burgos, where the great Battle 
that ended the campaign was fought on April 3, 1367. The Spaniards and French were 
completely defeated and Don Pedro restored to his throne. 

Order of Chivalry, knighthood. 

ex-ul’-tant-ly, with pride and delight. 

pos-til’-ion, a servant riding upon the near or left-hand horse. 

woe worth me, woe be to me, alas. 

Rom’-sey, 4 town in Hampshire seven miles from Southampton. 

n’-say, contradict. 
ffe, idiot, we still speak of a person being daft. 
beholden to you, obliged to you. 

nun’-ne-ry, 4 house set apart for nuns. 


XXXVI. 
HOW THE LOST WERE FOUND. 


flefs, estates held by a freeman of his lord. 
con-jured’, earnestly implored. 
lay sis-ter, one who lived in the convent under vows without actually being a nun. 
nov’-ice, she who was to be admitted to be a nun. 
Buck’-lers-hard, a village near the Solent abuut three miles S.E. of Beaulieu. 
brig, 4 two-masted vessel. 
mes belles, my fair ones. 
pay’-nim, heathens. 
mus-ca-dine’, a sweet wine, red or white, from France and Italy. 
mes a » My angels. 
earried coat-armour, that is, whether he was a knight with a coat of arms. 
the gloam’-ing, the evening twilight. 

oust’-ing, tournament. 

perdi. 1377-1399, 

Henry IV., 1399-1413. 


THE END. 
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